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FOREWORD 


A TABBY TANGLE ON BROADWAY 


For many years there was a great electric 
display sign lifted high against the black 
night sky, near the junction of Forty-second 
Street, Sixth Avenue and Broadway, New 
York City. 

At this point the great “White Way” is cen- 
tered, reaching out for many blocks each way 
to its circumference. 


The particular electric display sign of which 
we speak and which many visitors to New 
York will recall, was the advertising display 
of the Corticello Silk Company. In streams 
and streaks and lines of changing light, there 
was electrically pictured a kitten,—a tabby 
hopelessly enmeshed and entangled in silken 
cords. 


For years, though now it has disappeared, 
visitors to Broadway watched this kitten in 
its tangle. Never was there a change, just 
night after night, moonshine or starshine or 
neither, snow or storm, the kitten always 
there caught in the snare of the silken tangle- 
foot. Doubtless, tangled tabby sold many a 
spool of Corticello silk when morning broke 
and New York awoke. 


About five years prior to the time we now 
write, the early autumn of nineteen seven- 
teen, a sin-cursed, conscience-cowed, defeated, 
down-hearted young man with the blight and 
blast of iniquity upon him, walked down the 
hard and friendless pavement of this same 
3roadway. He had gone from God away. His 
life was one of intrigue and iniquity. He was 
soul sapped and by sin entrapped. He was 
without hope and without God on Broadway. 


He beheld lifted up against the heavens the 
entangled kitten and muttered aloud: 


“T too am tangled tabby, tangled with the 
silken siren cords of sin and none can cut the 
cords and set the prisoner free.” 


He was enmeshed, encircled and entangled 
with the cords of sin which had now become 
ropes of steel and chains of iron. 


He went into a little room a stone’s throw 
from Broadway and the kitten. He was in 
the room three days and what took place in 
that room is the subject of this book, for when 
he came out he stepped again over on to 
Broadway. There was tabby still tangled as 
before and this young man, Paul Rader, 
looked up and said: 


“Tabby, you are still tangled, but I am not. 
Thank God I have triwmphed in Christ.” 


New York City. W. LEON TUCKER. 
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IN COLORADO AND “IN CHRIST”’ 


AUL RADER was born at the top of the world 
id and on the backbone of the North American 
Continent. He was born in the city of Denver in 
the year 1879. His father and his mother were 
both of select Southern stock and but for tubercu- 
lar trouble, which demanded the exodus of the eld- 
er Rader to the Colorado climate, Paul Rader, him- 
self would have been born in a place south of 
where once there was a “Mason and Dixon Line.” 
His mother, who still lives in Portland, Oregon, 
was of the scion of the Shackelfords, a well-known 
Southern name. Paul Rader’s father was a Metho- 
dist—a Southern Methodist preacher. ‘The Raders 
were preachers for generations. His father was the 
son of a Methodist preacher who, also was the son 
of a Methodist preacher. 


Fourteen hemorrhages drove Pastor Rader to the 
Colorado country and climate and the land of three 
hundred and twenty-four sunny days out of three 
hundred and sixty-five. Once in Colorado, the 
former pastor secured position on a grocer’s wagon 
and in short time fully regained his health. Moth- 
er Rader who had been left behind now joined him 
and within a month after she reached Colorado, 
Paul was born. 
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A LOVE FOR “DAD” 


Paul Rader says: “I was born marked with a 
very peculiar love for my father, a very peculiar 
love for him. He never spoke a cross word to me in 
my life, never whipped me but gave me a thousand 
thrashings with his eye. Mother used to use on 
me a big whip and various other things lying about 
the house, but all father had to do was to look at 
me or in any way show his displeasure and I would 
make the dust fly in attempt to make myself ac- 
ceptable to father. 


1 believe 1 was marked with a peculiar love, be- 
cause of mother’s lonely days before I was born, 
longing for my father, and then I was born in the 
Colorado country where she followed him; and I 
am sure it has had a great influence on my life, and ~ 
this is the reason I speak of it.” 


Colorado having now brought to the elder Rader, 
health, happiness, and usefulness, he was honored 
by his church. For many years was Presiding Eld- 
er. The parsonage was filled up with Raders. There 
were ten of them in the family. His family was 
large and his salary was small, yet he helped each 
one in their education and to seek an honorable vo- 
cation and “how he did it,” says Paul, “on a Meth- 
odist preacher’s salary, has always been to me a 
Miracle of Grace and Goodness of God.” Rev. Ra- 
der died in February 1911, at Portland, Oregon, and 
was, at the time of his death, editor of the “Pacific 


THE FATHER OF PAUL RADER, HONORED IN THE 
METHODIST MINISTRY AND BY THE METHODIST 
CHURCH. AT THE TIME OF HIS DEATH IN 1911, WAS 
EDITOR OF THE “PACIFIC CHRISTIAN ADVOCATE.” IT 
IS LITTLE WONDER THAT PAUL HAD A PECULIAR LOVE 
FOR THIS MAN OF CHRISTIAN COUNTENANCE AND 
COMPASSION, 
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Christian Advocate,” the official Methodist organ 
for the great Pacific Northwest. 


Paul Rader spent his boyhood days in Colorado 
and Wyoming. One could almost surmise this in 
a glance at the great Westerner. His broad shoul- 
ders, his gigantic frame, his kindly vision, all speak 
of the characteristics of the great West. Rader is a 
great-souled Christian Commoner, he is the gift of 
God to all the people of God. He tells the story of 
his own conversion in the following words: “I 
well remember the time of my conversion. I was 
nine years of age. My father was preaching at 
Cheyenne, Wyoming, where he was missionary to 
the Indians. There were soldiers in the house that 
night from Fort Logan and at the close of father’s 
sermon, as it was the custom among Methodists, he 
asked S. A. Bright to give the invitation. There 
was real conviction of sin that evening, of which I 
was very conscious. I made my way to the altar. 
A dear saint who was known as Brother Corey 
said to me, ‘Why, Paul you love the Saviour, don’t 
your clesaidives., “Well, said he, ‘you. are all 
ree ea eee ge 


The Tin Buttons 


I can remember that the cloth was worn from 
the buttons of his vest and the tin, over which 
buttons were made in those days, was exposed. 
Something whispered into my very soul, “God sees 
what you have done and what you are as easily as 
you see the tin on those buttons.” I rose and went 
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back to my seat and still under conviction I went 
to my room, fell on my knees and was sobbing 
when a little later my father made his way to my 
room and kneeled down beside me and put his big 
arm around me and said, “Now my boy, let us tell 
Jesus what it is,” and then kneeling there beside 
me he drew a simple illustration of how the Blood 
of Christ can take away human guilt and then and 
there I yielded myself to Him and was a new crea- 
ture. A joy filled my heart. It was an overflowing, 
outgoing joy to such an extent that I crept up into 
my father’s lap as he sat on the bed and there we 
rejoiced together, while he sang sweetly and pas- 
sionately, a verse of an old hymn. 


Only three days before I had gone to a trial 
where father had been a witness. He told me what 
put that fellow’s sin away, and how the judge had - 
pronounced the verdict and his sin was put away 
by having it judged. He told me how sin would 
have to be judged unless Jesus took the judgment. 


A Practical Illustration 


Three days before something had happened. Ff 
had done something mother had told me not to do, 
‘and I was up against it, and knew I was up against 
something else. Father had grasped a whip and 
put it into my hand and taken off his coat and said, 
“Somebody has to be punished for this business. I 
think it would be a great deal better if you would 
whip me, than for me to whip you.” I would have 
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cut my hand off before I would hit him, but he told 
me I had to. After I had laid it on the third time 
I said, “Ain’t that enough?” He said, “What do 
you think? Would you have been punished 
enough?” 

He took that whipping to show me the Gospel of 
Jesus Christ, and that night it was very easy to 
show me the way to Jesus. He said, “Paul, Jesus 
took the whipping for you, and took death for 
you.” I never preach a similar sermon without say- 
ing what father said to me. Listen! Jesus has tak- 
en the judgment for you, and you don’t have to be 
judged if you will only believe Him. He loved you 
enough to bare His own body on the cross, and 
take the nails in His hand, and the spear in His 
side, and endured that pain until His jaws were set 
and His eyes glassy and He was dead and had paid 
the price of death and of sin for. you. 

It was mighty easy for my father to lead me to 
Jesus, and he showed me that and then asked me if 
I believed it. I did. And he said, “Wasn’t it all 
over when you whipped me? Do you think about — 
it now?” “Only to thank you,” I replied. “That’s 
what you want to do with Jesus,” he said. And a 
thankfulness and tenderness came into my heart 
and I was genuinely converted, and the next morn- 
ing I knew it, and the next day, and on through the 
days. 


Those who read this story of Paul Rader’s con- 
version in the arms of his old father, may well long 
that again, we might have a type of Christian fa- 
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therhood that could throw arms about a child and 
lead it to Christ. The embracing arms of a Chris- 
tian father are unescapable. 


The Bishop’s Hat and Handkerchief 


Shortly, after this experience of Paul Rader’s, 
Bishop Joyce came to Cheyenne to preside over the 
Conference which was then known as the Wyom- 
ing Mission. It was at this Conference that Mr. 
Rader, was appointed missionary to Wyoming. 
Bishop Joyce was entertained at the parsonage 
with the little Raders at his feet and Paul Rader at 
his hand, for the bishop committed to young Paul 
an honorable commission. It was the business of 
Paul to take the bishop’s plug hat and overcoat at 
the door and watch it until the session was over. 
Paul was thus put on guard, not that someone 
might attempt to steal the silk hat but that some- 
one might sit on it, for in the days of such apparel, 
this was the imminent peril. In recalling this inci- 
dent Paul says, “You may be sure nobody ever got 
near that plug hat and coat while I the young 
watch dog zealously guarded it.” 


But few boys have had such hands upon their head 
as was the privilege of young Paul for one morn- 
ing, about the third morning of the Conference, 
Paul awoke a little earlier than usual, dressed and 
walked through the hall to find that Bishop Joyce 
had also risen early, and they went into the parlor 
together. The bishop sat down in a big arm chair 
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and drew Paul to his side. Said he, "Paul, what 
are you going to do when you grow up?” Paul 
said, “I want to be a preacher.” “Well,” said the 
bishop, “then let us kneel here and ask God to 
make you a preacher.” He kneeled, Rader followed 
and says Mr. Rader, as I looked up into his tear- 
stained face as he prayed, he gently raised his 
hands and placed them on my head and said, “Now, 
Jesus, Paul is Yours, he wants to preach and make 
a preacher out of him.” I was crying and I remem- 
ber, I had no handkerchief and Bishop Joyce 
reached around in that wonderful preacher pocket 
in the tail of his coat and pulled out a large hand- 
kerchief, wiped first my face and then his own and 
as we arose he said, “Boy it is all finished.” I felt 
that I had a secret too precious to tell anyone but 
God. It was not until my sixteenth year, when I 
commenced to preach, that I told this story, even 
to my father. 


RADER GOT THE BISHOP’S APPOINTMENT 


We shall let Paul Rader tell this story in a way 
which is his own and none can imitate, for origi- 
nality is a prominent quality in Paul Rader’s per- 
sonality. 

I loved Bishop Joyce the minute I saw him. He 
had a great big kind face that dropped mellow on 
each side, and he was a delightful man. ‘The first 
time he came into our home I said, “T’ll pick that 
one.” He put his hand on my head and said, “What 
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did you say your name was?” “Paul.” “Say it 
again.” “Rauk” “Saysiteagain. | Pavia ewod 
will never get away from it. You will have a hard 
time getting away from that name. You may per- 
secute Christ, but you will find it hard to kick 
against the pricks.” I thought of it in later years, 
and he was right. 


The next morning when it came time to go to 
conference he had some plug hat. I had never seen 
one before. It was the swellest thing you ever saw, 
and I would rub it around the right way like a 
cat’s fur. He had a gold-headed cane that some- 
one had given him, with a name and date engraved 
on the handle. He allowed me to walk alongside 
of him, and I was the proudest fellow you ever saw 
conducting that big fellow to the Conference! I 
had on the suit mother had made me two years be- 
fore, a little tight, and my stockings hardly con- 
nected with the top of my breeches, but had. 
enough to cover the law anyway. 


I went beside him and he didn’t seem to be 
ashamed of me at all, and we went up to the church 
door, and he turned around and gave me his plug 
hat, cane and ‘overcoat and said, “You can?sit in 
the corner, and have them for me when I get 
through.” Say! If anybody had touched that hat 
I would have bit them. My! but I was proud! 
Talk about getting appointments from a bishop! I 
was more proud than any fellow that ever got an 
appointment. It went on for a week, and I took 
good charge of his things and was Johnny-on-the- 


PAUL RADER’S MOTHER WHO IS NOW LIVING IN 
PORTLAND, OREGON. THIS IS THE WOMAN “WHO 
WENT UP TO PRAY” AND CAME DOWN TO SERVE. 
MUCH OF PAUL MAY BE SEEN IN HER FACE. PAUL 
SAYS: “MOTHER HAD A GOD WHO COULD TAKE CARE 
OF HER NERVES.” 


IN COLORADA AND “IN CHRIST” 21 


spot the minute he wanted to go out, and had his 
hat for him. The only thing I was sorry for was 
that I couldn’t get.a chair and stand on it and place 
it on his head. 


We kept that up until two mornings before the 
end of the Conference. I got up early one morn- 
ing. Something was on my heart, and I wasn’t 
feeling good. As a boy I had been an invalid. I 
don’t know why, but think my mother’s terrible 
sorrow, thinking father was going to die, may have 
had an effect on me, and I was born with the two 
breast-bone ribs inverted, pressing against my 
lungs from the day of my birth. I was large for 
my age, but hadn’t been to school but a little while. 
I would try it about a month and couldn’t stand it, 
and all I knew up to that time I learned from my 
dad, and in his library and waste-basket. 


When he got through reading a letter and threw 
it in the basket, I would take it and read it. John 
Wesley’s books were on the shelf, and I would get 
one and lie on my back and stick the dictionary 
down to prop myself up, and lie there and read 
John Wesley; so I got a chance to get an educa- 
tion, and studied homiletics early. Funny thing 
that homiletics, isn’t it, you learn it to forget it. 


THE BISHOP’S ADVICE 


When I was about nine years old I knew I was 
up against it. Some of the doctors had talked to 
father and said, “If he don’t have an out-of-door 
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life and some muscular exercise to pull those ribs 
out, tuberculosis will catch him and he will be 
gone.” Father had talked this over with Bishop 
Joyce, and the Bishop said, “Don’t bother about his 
education, but give him a chance to be strong and 
well. You are strong and well now, and know how 
to appreciate it, and health is more to him than 
education.” He told father he was going to ap- 
point him to be missionary to Wyoming, and made 
father promise he would take me with him out in- 
to the wilds to sleep in the open and rough it with 
dad. It was a mighty good thing I ever got to 
the open, and found out what it was that would 
help me out. 


That second day before the close of the Confer- 
ence, I was up early. I had found out if I would 
get hold of the broom and put it behind my back 
and walk up and down that it relieved me a little 
bit, relieved my spine. I was walking up and 
down and Bishop Joyce came in and said, “What 
are you doing?” I told him, and said to him, 
“What are you doing up so early?” “T don’t know,” 
he said, “I just woke up. Come over and sit in the 
bay-window.” He sat down, looking out through 
the old lace curtain. Sometimes the holes were big. 
Raising ten children on a Methodist preacher’s 
salary you don’t have much. My eyes fill up when 
I think of my father. I don’t know how he did it; 
but oh, my, what he did for that family! Oh, how 
I loved father! And I love a shop-meeting,—to rexe) 
down where the boys are eating out of a dinner- 
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pail. It is more fun than a picnic to talk to them 
about Jesus Christ, those fellows who work and 
work and carry the wages home and have a lot of 
little tots to eat it all up. I feel so deeply about 
the father who has to feed the children and work 
and bring things home to keep the little household. 
I don’t know how some of you fathers take care of 
your families these days; it is a hard task, but if 
you will keep on your knees you will always be on 
your feet. 


MOTHER WENT UP TO PRAY 


I have seen my mother so perplexed with having 
those nine little tots. We started like that and ran 
right down like a shoot. You could have gotten on 
the top one with a sled and had the best toboggan 
slide you ever saw. I have seen mother so per- 
plexed, and she would roll that gingham apron up 
and say, “Paul, watch the potatoes and don’t let 
them burn.” (There were enough potatoes to feed 
a regiment.) She would take that apron up and go 
away. She did it so many times that I made up 
my mind to see where she went; and I remember 
as a little fellow, I sneaked up to the room she 
went in, and I saw her kneeling down and heard 
her oe Gan I want to meet You, because I am 
getting nervous, and it is kind of hard; but You 
are tender and sweet and understand the whole 
business.’% And when she came downstairs she be- 
gan to sing over the old story. 


24 RADHR’S REDEMPTION 


GOD CARES FOR A MOTHER’S NERVES 


It is a mighty sweet thing when the mother of 
ten children can keep singing, and can come back 
with the worry all chased away and her heart clear. 
Mother had a God that could take care of nerves, 
and I don’t know how she ever stood it but 
by prayer. Is there anything like a godly mother? 
It is a wonderful thing to see mothers pray, and if 
you are not a godly mother, God help you to be one 
before you get out of this place. 


I stood there talking to the bishop, and he said, 
“Paul, I want to know what you are. going to be.” 
I said, “Bishop, I. don’t like to.tell.” “Oh,” *he said, 
“you can tell me. We're old pals.” “All right bish- 
op. I want to be a preacher.” “Do you really want 
to be one?” he said. “I really want to be.” “What 
do you want to be a preacher for?” I said, “Lis- 
ten!” and I told him the story of my conversion. 
He said, “Do you want to tell other people about 
that?’ And I told him yes, I did. “Alright,” he 
said, “let’s you and I ask Jesus to make you a 
preacher; will your’ “Sure, 1 “will” seAnaeiecot 
down on my knees, and he got down on his knees 
in that bay-window, before that lace curtain where 
there was a hole like an alligator, and he had his 
two hands on my head asking Jesus if He wouldn’t 
make a preacher out of me. I looked up in time 
to see a couple of tears dropping out of his eyes on 
my face, and that is a mighty good baptism. When 
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you get that kind of praying it is a beautiful thing 
to look back over the way and see what God could 
do. 


He laid his hands on my head and said, “We 
have asked Jesus to make you a preacher. Do you 
believe He will do it?” “Yes, He will,” I said, and 
from that minute I had the call of God on me,— 
from that very hour. 


CHAPTER TWO 
THE FIRST SERMON AND SALVATION 


THE FIRST SERMON AND SALVATION 


two hundred and twenty-five pounds. A Mil- 
waukee daily paper in referring to him said, “That 
giant-sized man in Christian work.” Paul Rader is 
every inch an athlete and is physically among men, 
in the “superdreadnaught” class. ‘To his chagrin 
he was caught by the camera of a reporter of a 
Chicago daily paper, while boxing with an ex-pugi- 
list. He was restoring his muscle after a long cam- 
paign of preaching. Multitudes wonder at his en- 
durance and physical fitness. Surely this also was 
a preparation along with the spiritual and the men- 
tal, for his world-wide ministration. Let God be 
praised for his body, which is now the “temple of 
the Holy Ghost.” 


5 ea RADER stands over six feet and weighs 


THE DEGREE OF “COWBOY” 


At the age of thirteen the boy Paul was growing 
rapidly. His legs were long, his arms were lean 
and his shoulders stooped. His colorless skin was 
calling for the sun and the wind. He wanted mus- 
cle and was determined to have it. He began a 
systematic exercise until one day he was the proud 
possessor of what he says was “a little round bunch 
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of muscle sticking up.” ‘The wonder of work, 
works wonders and with a father and mother who 
believed that growing boys should work, Rader 
and his brothers were kept to the wholesome influ- 
ence of work. 


BROKE A BRONCHO 


His also were the privileges and practices of the 
Western boy. At thirteen he broke his first horse 
and received the degree of “Cowboy.” He was 
fond indeed of his Indian pony upon which He 
would sit with chest thrown out and pure air 
drawn in until by inspiration and expiration, he 
filled his lungs and made them a mighty bellows 
to his body. 


Paul tells the story of these days in his own: 
words. 


“When I was thirteen years of age | discovered 
something. I was trying to be a man, and wanted 
to be strong. My legs were long, and I was grow- 
ing big, but I was awfully humped and a cold 
would take me, and I had a hard time and wanted 
muscle. I started going back and to with my arms 
like that, as I had read prize-fighters did. One day 
I happened to put my arm out like that and found 
a muscle sticking up there. A little round bump 
had come right out in those few weeks. I said to 
myself, ‘If certain exercises like that will develop 
a muscle there, I will develop a muscle that will 
pull those ribs out.’ I commenced to do it, and 
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morning, noon and night I worked away and kept 
at it, and at it, until I fixed up the muscles here, 
and began to shove out that chest, and I would go 
around like a proud one, shoving it in and out. 1 
would sit on the pony and practice deep breathing 
until my lungs would almost pop, until to-night the 
biggest part of me is my lungs. When I was four- 
teen I began to have real health and vigor, and be- 
gan to eat, and mother said I used to be ‘empty 
down to my toes and had to fill up every time I 
Le si 


Thus, the elements were early at work to fitly 
frame a body for Paul Rader. The high altitude of 
the Rocky Mountains made permanent contribu- 
tion to this lad and future preacher of the Gospel 
to a wide world. ‘These wrinkles on the face of 
dame nature have put health into more than one 
of America’s sons. Said Mr. Rader one night to 
an immense audience, “You see to-night the big- 
gest part of me is lungs.” 


Many will differ however with Mr. Rader, for his 
lungs are not larger than his heart. ‘The writer de- 
clares Paul Rader has shown him more of a dead 
man and a living God, than any man he has ever 
known. 


“COW-CATCHER” RADER 


When Paul Rader had reached the age of sixteen 
he had sung all over Colorado, traveling with his 
father, the Presiding Elder. 
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They called his father “Cow-catcher Rader” for 
the reason that when they built a new town, Rev. 
Mr. Rader and the saloon keeper, would both be on 
the cow-catcher going out together. Paul often 
rode in on the cow-catcher with them. 


With the coming of health there was also de- 
veloped a sweet soprano voice with which young 
Paul led the singing, while his father did the 
preaching. ‘This preaching mightily moved Paul 
and he is right when he says; “Of all the education 
a man can get, listening to somebody preach that 
knows God, is the best.” 


THE FIRST SERMON 


One day Mr. Rader sat with the writer of this 
story, under a big tree near Lake Erie and recited, 
in his own unaffected way, the story of his first at- 
tempt to preach the Gospel. The story had a con- 
tagious effect upon the writer’s heart, for what 
preacher does not cherish the memory of the first 
attempt to make known the passion of his heart? 


“When I came to my sixteenth summer, wasn’t 
sixteen until the 26th of August, I said, ‘Well fa-’ 
ther, | am called to preach.’ All that time Thad 
kept it back from father, but finally I told him what 
happened in that room with Bishop Joyce, and fa- 
ther baptized me with some more tears, and we had 
a good time talking about it and bawling about it. 
He said, ‘Paul, why do you want to preach? I 
said, ‘I have got to preach. I have been singing in 


MANY YEARS AFTER YOUNG RADER WAS ON THE PLAINS WITH 
BUCKING BRONCHOS, WAS THIS CTI AMNSeN sy  Ielletales VA SSS 
THE ENTIRE RADER FAMILY IN SPANISH DRESS. EVEN LITTLE HAR- 
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the streets with the baby-organ in the city of Den- 
ver, and helping old Jim Howell out in the mission 
every Friday, Saturday and Sunday night, and I 
feel the call to preach is on me.’”’ 


Pather said; “Have you got.a call?” “Yes,” I 
said, “there is a rich man, one of your friends, a 
prominent lawyer, who has three boys about my 
age, and he has a camp of twenty-five boys and 
wants me to go up and take charge of them, and 
swim with them and play with them and lead them 
to Jesus.” My athletic course had started in and 
I had gotten a little bit of fame with it, and they 
wanted me to go out and lead the boys to Christ. 
I said to father, “That seems like a good thing to 
do.” 


He said, “Paul, it isn’t hard enough. You don’t 
want to get your money working for Jesus. I have 
a district down here in a town where there is a 
crowd of cow-ptnchers who have never had any- 
body preach to them. I have been wanting to get 
there for ten years, but have never known of any- 
one getting there to preach. It is out on the prairie- 
land, and there is a little town and a Welsh com- 
munity, and no one ever knows how to get near 
them. If you will go there I will send you. I 
haven’t a cent of money, how much have you got?” 
I had four dollats and fifty-two cents, and he said, 
“That’s enough to start with, isn’t it?” and I said, 
“Yes, that’s enough.” 
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I put on long pants on Friday. I had worn shaps 
before and overalls, but now I had a real genuine 
pair of pants, all the way down to my ankles. 


Father told me where the place was, and said, 
“Go ahead and tack a notice on the school-house 
door, and there is an old lady who keeps a board- 
ing-house and the post-office, and there is a coun- 
try store.” ‘here were four houses in the city, and 
one of them was a water-tank. But cowboys lived 
all about. I went before God, and at breakfast I 
said, “Father, I will go.” 


I took the train, and got off at my destination 
and walked over to where the old lady kept the 
post-office; and of all the homely faces you ever 
saw in your life, she hadut. My, such a face! It 
was hardly human. When I opened the door and 
looked at that face and thought I had to eat my © 
meals and look at it, it was mighty discouraging. 
She looked at me and said, “What do you want?” 
“T would like to board here.” “Who are you Pee 
am the new preacher,” I answered. “Preacher! 
you are nothing but a kid.” “I can’t help it, I am 
the preacher.” “What’s your name?” I told her. 
“Oh, that’s you?” “That’s the fellow.” “How much 
will it cost me to board here, to stay here and eat 
my meals and sleep until Monday morning?” She 
told me the price and I paid her in cash out of my 
little pile, and I said, “Now I don’t have to answer 
any more questions,” and she showed me the room. 
It was a room—well, you know what they have in 
those rooms. ‘They crawl round and round. 
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I went into the room and out the window on the 
lawn, and oh, how careful I was. I could hear her 
telling about the gossip. She was the post-mistress 
and knew everybody’s business and led about eve- 
rybody, and there wasn’t a meaner or more disa- 
greeable woman than was that woman. Oh, she 
was mean! She knew how to lie about everybody, 
and she read the postal cards and guessed what 
was in the letters. A regular step-and-fetch-it, and 
passed the gossip around there, and hurt many a 
home by her lying and her dirty filthy life. 


I stayed there, and got up Sunday morning 
early and went out to pray and to practice out in 
the bushes. I didn’t have much of a sermon, but 
had all I could pick up. I watched for the crowd 
to gather in the school-house, and walked up and 
down neryously—what you would call “stage- 
fright.” Finally the hour camé and I saw by my 
watch that it was time to go to church. I walked 
up in my dignified way to the school-house, and 
when I got in there wasn’t anybody inside except 
a mouse crawling. 


I said to myself, “Better start right. Just as well 
start the service on time, the mouse is here, and I 
will sing.” I opened up the service and announced 
the number of the hymn and sat down and played 
it and sang it, got down and prayed and read the 
Scripture, and had time to read nearly half of a 
Book of the Bible, and then started in to sing. By 
that time my audience came, and my audience was 
my dear old homely friend, and a deaf woman. 
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That .was the first sermon I ever. preached, but 
I knew Jesus the Son of God, and knew Him well. 
I didn’t know much about the Bible though. If I 
had been taught the Bible as I know it to-day, 
there would have been no side-stepping in my life, 
and all the college-work and everything else would 
never have turned me aside. Don’t you try to an- 
swer any critic or anyone else with anything but 
the Word of God. The Word of God will silence 
every time. God’s Word is established in heaven. 


I was trying to use men’s arguments, and found 
my feet knocked out from under me every time, 
trying to argue on a basis like that, the weakest 
kind of.a basis. They were armed with swords 
and I had only a tooth-pick, with my little weak 
argument. If I had the Word of God I could have 
met them, but in those early days my simple faith, ° 
walking with Jesus was enough, and I went 
through the service again and started singing and 
read the Scripture and prayed and _ started to 
preach. I hadn’t preached ten minutes until all of 
a sudden that woman jumped up and went down 
on her knees and said, “O my God, preacher, I re- 
pent.” She never stopped for me or anybody, but 
started back when she was eight years old and had 
run away from home, and she came all the way and 
lifted the lid before she got through, and laid back 
everything that had happened in her life. She 
poured into my pure boyish ears the vilest story 
you ever heard, but it was real, and she was 
pouring it out before God and she looked up and 
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said, “Will the Blood of Jesus Christ save me?” 
And I said, “The Blood of Jesus Christ cleanses 
from all sin.” She began to shout, and her old 
homely face changed. The lines had been running 
up and down this way, as hard as could be, and 
now they. were changed around the other way, and 
the tears had washed the dirt out of the wrinkles, 
and she really was converted and had a praise for 
God and His Son Jesus Christ. 


Pretty soon the old deaf woman began to shout 
and cry, and I said to myself, “Well we are going 
to have one hundred per cent. conversions here to- 
day. “Finally she got my ear and pulled me down 
and yelled at me as loud as she could, “Oh,” she 
said, “I am so happy.” I said, “What for, sister? 
What did you hear?” “Oh,” she said, “you have 
got the most wonderful preaching voice I ever 
heard. You are the first person I have heard speak 
in ten years. | heard four words,—four words, four 
words.” | was glad she was happy anyhow. That 
was all she got out of it. 


The other woman turned to me, the boarding- 
house woman, and said, “You run down to the 
place and get your dinner and come back here to 
preach to-night. You will be here preaching to- 
night? You won’t go up to the lumber camp, you 
will be here, won’t you?” “I guess so,” I said. “I 
am going down and hitch up the old horse and do 
something for God.” “What are you going to do?” 
Pi hat’sall right, you go down and get your meal. 
Praise God it’s all right, it’s all clean.” 
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She took that old horse and went all around that 
country as fast as she could drive that nag, and she 
traded horses five times and left them behind in the 
stables and took another, and went all through the 
country and into every home she went and 
dropped on her knees and confessed her sin and 
asked them to forgive her and told them Jesus 
Christ had forgiven her up in the school-house. 
When I got back they were inside the school- 
house and outside the school-house and the teams 
still coming, and it was a glorious time. 


The devil said, “What are you going to preach?” 
I said, “I only have one sermon. I preached that 
this morning, but I only had an audience of two, so 
maybe I can repeat it.” I went out into the little 
side place and talked to God, and He said, “It will 
be all right. Whatever comes up, I am running — 
this meeting.” I said, “All right, run it Lord.” 


I went in and led the singing, and oh, it was love- 
ly! They didn’t know a single hymn, and so-I 
would “line it off,” “Just as I am without one plea,” 
now say it folks. And they would say it and then 
I would write it on the blackboard. And then I sat 
down to the baby organ and commenced playing 
it, and they learned it, and it was so nice, and they 
would get hold of that juicy bit, 

“Just as I am without one plea, 
But that Thy Blood was shed for me, 


And that Thou bidd’st me come to Thee, 
© Lamb of God, I come, I come.” 


THE FIRST SERMON AND SALVATION 41 


“That’s the way you will have to come friends,” | 
would say. 


When it came time to preach the Lord said, “Let 
her do the preaching.” “Sure, that’s it,” I said. And 
-I said, “She will tell you how she got saved.” She 
jumped up and went at it, and she didn’t have to go 
ten minutes before a big old blacksmith jumped up 
and said, “I want that kind,” and he got it, anda jot 
more folks there that night believed God. We kept 
holding out and holding out until I thought every- 
body in the community was saved, and I tele- 
graphed to father to come. I wired, “Father come. 
I am in a peck of trouble and don’t know what to 
do.” 


Poor father! He said, “I’m awful. I wouldn’t 
treat any preacher that way, and have thrown that 
poor boy out on his own resources and have been 
praying for him and been busy and shot him out to 
that school-house and probably persecution has 
started in and he don’t know what to do.” He raced 
across the country and boarded that train and 
came in puffing. He had telegraphed me what 
train he would come on, and all the folks were 
down at the train, and as the train came in they 
got hold of hands, and the big blacksmith started 
singing, “Just as | am without one plea,” and there 
they were, about seventy, saved by the Blood of 
Christ Jesus. And when father got off and saw 
that crowd and heard them sing, “Oh,” he said, 
“That's a relief!’ “Why, father?” I asked... “I 
thought you had failed and were down and out.” J 
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said, “No, I am up against it.” “What about?” 
“With this crowd.” “Well,” he said, “we will have. 
to form them into a church, amd you can’t be the 
pastor because you have to go to school.” “I know 
it,” I said. “All right,” he said, “I’ll tell you what 
we'll do. I left a young couple, the young fellow just 
- graduated from a seminary, and he will be glad to 
take this church, but we will have to build a 
church-building.” “Well,” I said, “over in my room 
I have $721.00.” “Where did you get it?” “Pulled 
it out of them to build a church with.” “Well, that . 
ought to build a church.” “Sure, they will snake 
the logs down and build it themselves.” 


Hesaid, “I have an appointment down at the next 
big town, and I want you to go down with this 
note, and that fellow will have to go and hold my 
Quarterly Conference for me.” I told the folks: 
good-by and left them with father, and father or- 
ganized them into a church and sent for this young 
fellow, and I went down to the little place. 


Why am I telling this? I am telling you because 
I want you folks to see that God can lead your life 
if you will let Him. If you have fallen into dark- 
ness and see the light from which I fell and trem- 
ble in your heart and seek your God to-night and 
pay no attention to men, you will find Him. I 
want to help some young folks to cease from trust- 
ing men, and to trust God and have no faith in 


what men may try to teach them, but keep true to 
God. 


(a ala Ns 
BUCKING BRONCHOS AND KID GLOVES 


BUCKING BRONCHOS AND KID GLOVES 


Oy{ Tl is what Rader says and it is also how Rader 

says it. A tale on the tongue of Rader is ro- 
mantic and realistic. His stories are as tellable as 
they are telling. We have sat at dinner tables in 
American hotels, where. were present a number of 
preachers and evangelists of national and interna- 
tional name and fame, when each of them were in 
competition, and all of them in co-operation, to re- 
peat a “Paul Rader story.” One would say, “Did 
you ever hear Paul Rader tell his story of the buck- 
ing broncho?” “Yes,” said another, “but did you 
ever hear his story of the colored man and Bevo?” 
“Tsn’t it great? but have you ever heard him tell of 
the professor with his pocket push button electric 
light, in the night, attempting to come to a scientific 
and satisfactory conclusion as to the main charac- 
teristics of a great forest? Say, but doesn’t he go 
after the critics of God’s Word in a masterful way 
in that story?” “Yes indeed, but have you heard 
him tell the story of and so on and on un- 
til one is convinced that Paul Rader is speaking to 
the jaded ears of this generation as few men are 
speaking. It is foolish to be prejudiced against Paul 
Rader. It is better to be praying for him. When one 
is prejudiced he can not be praying and when one 
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is praying he can not be prejudiced. It is the part of 
foolhardiness to be jealous of Paul Rader, indeed 
one soon becomes zealous for Paul Rader and de- 
lights in the furtherance of his ministry. 


Let us, before going further, turn aside and sit by 
and hear Mr. Rader tell in his simple and strong 
way, a story of the working of God in the early days 
of his Christian life. We shall not interfere with 
either description or diction. When first we began 
to hear Paul Rader, we wondered why he some- 
times closed his sentences with a preposition. It is 
not because he did not know better than to do it, 
but because he knew better than not to do it. His 
is familiar speech, in forceful figures of speech. He 
speaks to common people in the tongue of the com- 
mon people. They hear him, as they heard Jesus— 
“gladly.” There is an unfinished grammatical and . 
thetorical beauty in the language employed by 
Paul Rader. It is as native as are the folk of the 
green hills of North Carolina. He speaks his Fa- 
ther’s Word in the mother tongue of the people. 
May God long preserve this evangelist of the glad 
Evangel! The people will say, Amen! 

Resuming the story of the early days of the 
young preacher Rader, we shall hear his report. 

I went to this big town and met the man at the 
train, and he said, “Say, I am hearing great things 
about your revival, and want you to hold one in my 
church.” “Not on your life, I won’t,” I replied. 
“Why not?” “I can’t preach.” “You have been 
preaching up there.” “T haven’t preached but once.” 
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“What did you do?” “They have been giving their 
testimonies. ‘The first night the woman gave hers, 
and next the blacksmith, and then Tucker got 
' saved, and God saved preachers every night and 
they preached the next night and I didn’t preach, I 
just led the singing and kept the doors open and did 
the janitor’s work. If I go to preaching in that 
church of yours of twelve hundred members, I don’t 
know what will happen. I have been there singing 
as a boy and I know it.” “Well, if you have been 
there before you ought not to be scared.” “I can’t 
preach.” “You are going to anyway,” said he. “I am 
taking this train to take your meeting, and you go 
on to the hotel.” 


SCARED AND SHAKING 


[ took my little grip with my celluloid collar in it, 
and went to the hotel, I didn’t use the bed. I walked 
all night, scared to death. I knew their choir, and 
the Schumann Heink that sang the solos. It was 
just lovely for her to be there singing;—at a cam- 
paign party on Friday, and then singing in church 
on Sunday. And | was up against that kind that 
morning. I was scared, and didn’t have anything to 
preach. I went up and into the church, and the peo- 
ple were there. One of the elders met me and said, 
“What’s the matter, are you sick?” “No, I’m scared 
to death.” “Well, Ill tell you what you do. This is 
the number we are going to sing before the sermon, 
and you go into the side room and you won’t be so 
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nervous there, and then you come into the pulpit 


9? 


when we sing that song. 


I came out when they sang that song, and was 
more scared than before, and I said, “Lord, I don’t 
know what I am going to do, but I will do what 
You tell me, and You will take care of the whole 
thing, and something will happen, the church will 
burn, or something, and the whole thing will be 
over.” I couldn’t even get a’ text. 


I sat there and the devil tried to throw doubts 
into my heart that God wasn’t there to help me, and 
I said, “Lord, whether I can see the pulpit or not, 
LPI teust You for it.’ “The elder got up and said, 
“We have a young man this morning that perhaps 
I ought to introduce, but there is a man in the audi- 
ence that can introduce him, who knows him much 
better,’ and there came a glad-hander down the 
aisle smiling like the cat that ate the canary, and 
he hit it up and grabbed my hand and shook it and 
shook it and shook it. I had never seen him, and 
I said to myself, “What in the world is the matter 
with him,—he don’t know me.” 


A FRIEND IN NEED 


He got up and said, “I'll tell you friends, I am 
mighty glad to introduce him: You know in our 
family we have had one young man who went bad 
and has been a burden to our hearts, and we have 
spent a lot of money on him. He was in a great 
dairy business, and his wife told him she would 
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live with him if he would go out on a ranch where 
this man has been preaching; but it has been hell 
on earth, drinking, and we have done everything in 
the world for him, and the minute he would come 
out of the Keeley cure or the Gold Cure he would 
be back at it in a week, even if it did make him 
deathly sick. He would gamble and was a sport 
through and through; and when we heard he was 
converted up there in the school-house we could 
hardly believe it, and someone said, “Go up,” and 
I went up. 


“T never saw this young man before,” he said, 
“to talk to, but I stood and looked into the window 
and saw him on the platform. When I went to my 
brother’s home he grasped my hand and started to 
tell me how sweet Jesus Christ was in his life, 
and they had family prayers at the table and after- 
wards, and I went home and told them he was 
really saved.” He said, “Listen, I don’t know what 
sermon you have in your head, but will you please 
tell us how he was saved?” 


KID GLOVES 


There I had my sermon, and didn’t have to burn 
the church down to get it. I was afraid, because 
the editor of the paper sat right in front of me. I 
knew him. He was the dead-set enemy of the things 
of Christ. My father was Presiding Elder, and I 
knew that fellow could make a fool of any fellow 
in that pulpit. But I knew I was saved. He was 
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a graduate of Yale University and wasn’t saved. 
He was a great writer, living there for his lung 
trouble, and trying to boss everybody. He was 
sitting there with a gold-headed cane and his 
gloves on, with mutton-chop whiskers, with his eye 
on me. Who in the world could preach with a per- 
son like that sitting in front of him? ‘There he was 
almost close enough to throw that cane at me. I 
stood there, and that man never looked at the other 
man,—he just eyed me and I eyed him back and 
took a good look at him and looked into his eye, 
and wanted to say, “Old boy, I don’t know how hig 
you are, but I will look straight in‘the eye anyway, 
and let you know my heart is right, if I haven’t 
much sense in my head.” 


I began to tell the story of Charlie’s conversion, 
and went through it as simply as I could, telling 
first of all the reason Charlie came to the meeting. 
I slipped into the country store, and Shug (who 
had taught me the cow-punching business) had 
taken a job there. We were talking about old times 
when first father and I went into the West, and 
Shug had been converted under father’s ministry. 
We were having a good time, and in walked this 


big fellow from the ranch where they raised dairy 
cattle. 


Shug said, ‘““T'his is the preacher.” What he said 
in reply isn’t fit to repeat, but he said it anyway. 
“Preacher?” “Yes, the preacher. He is preaching 
in the school-house.” “Listen,” he said, “I have no 
use for a preacher, but if he can ride a horse I’ve 
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got I would come and hear him.” Shug’ said, 
“You're cinched right now.” “I have a pony,” 
Charlie said, “that kid can’t ride, and if he does I 
will hear him preach every time he is within ten 
miles of my house.” I said “Say friend, you will 
be at church the rest of your life.’ “Why, can you 
ride that horse?” “Well, if it is broken I guess I 
Canseohue-can t listick?” “I - guess you.cam.” “I 
don’t believe he can ride it,’ Charlie said. “I will 
ride it to-morrow,” said I. 


He drove it in the next day, and be sure she was 
some horse. You know the kind? She looked at 
you sideways and had whites all around her eyes, 
and could look four ways and kick front or back, 
sideways, east, north or south—anyway. We threw 
the rope on her neck-band and pulled her up to the 
snuffing post and put the bridle and saddle on her, 
and pulled off the blind-fold, and one of the boys 
opened the gate. I stuck my cowboy foot through 
the rope and pulled it hard, and when she got to 
the end of it she stopped. Shug came along with 
his horse, and I finally got on the hurricane deck, 
and she hurricaned some! There wasn’t even a 
place to stick the spur in. 


THE COURT-HOUSE POND 


Were you ever on the hurricane deck? That is 
the place where the wind blows all right. And she 
had some bawl too, and you know what that means 
when they are bawling. I don’t mean whinnying 
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for their oats, but bawling. I rode it up to the next 
town, and when we got there they were irrigating, 
and had turned a whole ditch into the court-house 
lawn. She took the fence and landed in the middle 
of the court-house pond. We got her out and got 
her back, and she was standing there, and it was 
pretty late, along towards supper-time, and I had 
time to get a glass of water and go up to the 
church. I said to Charlie, “Come on old boy, you 
are cinched, I am within ten miles.” 


He never missed a service, and they knew when 
he gave his word he would try to keep it, and he 
did, and stuck by it. He knew I was going to 
preach in this other little town four miles away, 
and he had to come there. I said, “My horse is 
worn out, will you hitch up to your little buggy?” 
He did, and we rode along together, and he said, 
“Rader, I would love to believe this.” I said, “The 
trouble with you is you can’t help but believe it,— 
there isn’t any hole you can run to.” I began talk- 
ing to him and told him the simple story of salva- 
tion, and I never saw a possum roll out of a tree 
like he lit out of that buggy. He fell on his knees 
and began to pray as if he had been taught all his 
life. He was eloquent in prayer. Why? He want- 
ed something. He knew he was a condemned man. 


I had talked to him about that little wife’s face, 
pinched and drawn, and she had been the most 
beautiful woman when he married her; but her 
heart had been broken and her nerves worn out 
over his hellish sin. All of a sudden he saw that 
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the Blood of Jesus Christ paid the bill and put it 
all away, and he took it, and he ran behind that 
buggy five or six times and hugged both horses and 
asked their forgiveness for cursing them; and he 
gave me his hand and said, “I’ve got it all right, 
Christ is mine.” 


I was supposed to preach at this place, but the 
Lord always provided me with a preacher, and we 
drove up in the buggy, and I had him and I led 
the singing and he told how he got it. 


“LEAD ME TO JESUS” 


When I had finished the story, as I told it in 
that big church that morning, I saw that man who 
had been watching so closely, throw up his hands, 
and the two silk gloves went up into the air, and 
the tears were running down those mutton-chops, 
and he said, “Boy, will you lead me to Jesus?” I 
dropped, and he dropped and he sobbed his way to 
Jesus, and lifted up his face and told God how he 
had fought against Him from boyhood. He said, 
“Lord, I used to believe things like this, and I am 
drifting toward hell.” 

I'll tell you, it struck a bomb in that town, and 
when I got through people were all around the 
altar. I never brought them there,—didn’t have 
anything to do with it. This fellow and I were 
hugging each other, and he got up and gave his 
testimony, and nobody had gone home, but other 
folks had come in because it was noised around 
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that something had been bursted loose. He an- 
nounced another service there that night, and when 
I got there I couldn’t get in at all. Everybody 
* was round-about that big church and I couldn’t get 
in. The editor of the paper had been converted, 
and I couldn’t get in. I went around to the officer, 
and said, “Will. you Jet me ini? ~~ Oh, -cutethar 
stuff, no, what right have you got to go in?” “I’m 
the preacher, let me in, will you?” “I should say 
not.” And I had-to stand there for a while. After 
a while somebody came to the door and said, “Isn’t 
he out there?” And he said, “Is that your name?” 
I said “Yes,” and he said, “I beg your pardon. You 
don’t look it,” and I got in. 


“NEVER PREACHED ONCE” 


They thought I was going to preach, and I fooled 
them. I put old mutton-chops up and he told them 
how it was, and we sang an invitation chorus, and 
mutton-chops got up and said, “To-morrow morn- 
ing you will find an editorial on the front page of 
the paper, and we will hire the opera house, and he 
is going to stay over.” I said, “I never said I was 
going to stay over.” “That don’t make any dif- 
ference,’ he replied, and we stayed there until 
school opened, and I never preached a single time. 


We started in the opera. house and there was a 
fellow there from New York, an aristocrat, a chum 
of mutton-chops, and mutton-chops gave his testi- 
mony, and lo and behold this old fellow was the 
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first one up the plank, and we let down the curtain 
- and dismissed the audience and had an after-meet- 
ing on the stage, and the next night we had this 
fellow to talk, and it went on just the same way 
right straight through. 


Why am I telling you this? Because it was no 
glory to me. I didn’t understand it, but I knew I 
spent my nights in prayer and the day-times talk- 
ing to God, and I knew He led meetings, and could 
do things people could not do; and so I just kept 
trusting Him, and the first thing I knew at the 
close of that meeting three men visited me (and 
two of them are pretty prominent men still in relig- 
ious work in this country) and said to me, “Rader, 
don’t fail to go to school. We want you to do this.” 


I fought the thing for a couple of days, and 
finally father came down to talk to me, and I told 
him what they had said, and went back to town. I 
had closed this meeting and felt burdened and 
heavy-ladened, but went on with my work. ‘They 
told me some things that were practical, and tried 
to get me to tell how I preached, and I hadn’t 
preached, and they didn’t understand it, and I felt 
queer and said, “Is something wrong with me? 
What is the matter? If God wants to use a man in 
a peculiar way, why do I have to be made like 
someone else? ‘They all want to take a hammer at 
me and poke at me and make me like somebody 
elec. 


That is one of the most damnable things of our 
present day. ‘They are trying to make everybody 
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like somebody else. If it is education, and your 
child might have a peculiar bent, they want to run 
them through like nails, and it takes away from our 
day the real powerful individualities as God might 
talk to them. They say, “How much education has 
he? Has he all the degrees? -If he hasn’t he can- 
not go.” That is the thing they are doing, and 
while I am no enemy of education, | am the enemy 
of anything in this world that will try to put its 
human hand on the thing that God calls, and it is 
pretty near time we learned that God calls preach- 
ers. They don’t think this in some Seminaries, but 
God calls His preachers and educates them and 
there is a peculiar school that God puts men 
through; but because we have gone ahead and 
made them ourselves and turned them loose like 
nails, that is why we are in an appalling state of 
apostasy. 

Mr. Rader has spoken here to the point as is a 
characteristic of his saying. Men abuse men whom 
God will use. They do not know the man of God 
apart from a garb they have devised or the de- 
grees they have conferred. They look upon preach- 
ing as a profession rather than a passion. ‘They at- 
tempt to build a fire with other than the fire of 
God’s building from the altar of God! The Theo- 
logical Seminary has its place but it has not always 
kept its place. A Seminary may better teach a 
preacher what to preach, than how to preach. The 
power for preaching does not come by practice in 
preaching. Paul Rader’s ministry is the ministry 
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of a “burning heart.” ‘The ministry of some is that 
of “itching ears.” | 


Perhaps, Luke the “beloved physician,” the au- 
thor of the Gospel bearing his name, and the 
“Acts,” was one of the two men who walked and 
talked together on the road to Emmaus when “Je- 
sus Himself” drew near and went with them (Luke 
24:13-33). It was “Jesus Himself” who turned 
their burdened hearts to “burning hearts.” They 
were sad (vs. 17). He made them glad. The Son 
of God joined Himself to these men of God and 
made known unto them the Word of God and set 
their hearts a-burning! The revelation of the Liv- 
ing Word of God has alwavs stirred to a flame the 
heart of the child of God. 


What a difference between these two men of the — 
“burning heart” and the ones to whom the Apostle | 
refers in his farewell letter to Timothy: “The time 
will come when they will not endure sound doc- 
trine, but after their own lusts they shall heap to 
themselves teachers having itching ears and they 
shall turn away their ears from the Truth and shall 
be turned unto fables” (II Tim. 4:3, 4). 


Burning hearts! Itching ears! ‘These obviously 
set forth the ministry of the present day in pulpits 
and press, professors’ chairs and president’s pre- 


cinct. ‘hose who have been stirred at the center — 


of their affections by Divine revelation, and those 
who are tickled at the outer gate of the intellect 
by human reasoning. One “knows,” the other 
“thinks.” They of the “burning hearts” turned to 
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the Truth, they of the “itching ears” from the 
Truth. One receives the infallible truths of Holy 
Scriptures and the other the foolish folly and fal- 
lacy of fables. Those on their way to Emmaus had 
their eyes opened, and others had their ears closed! 
They came to know Him, and others lost Him! 
When men will not receive a fact, a fable awaits 
them. The Divine evidence of Holy Scriptures is 
within the Scripture, and there is no alternative. 


The Emmaus walkers believed Jesus was author- 
ity on all that the prophets had spoken (vs. 25). 
“Itching ears’ do not. They beheld in the Scrip- 
tures, beginning at Moses, the prophets and “all the 
Scriptures” the things concerning Himself. ‘Itch- 
ing ears” do not. They saw there could be no sep- 
aration between the Living Word (John 1:1) and 
the Written Word. “Itching ears” do not. They - 
saw that the “spirit of prophecy was the testimony 
of Jesus,” and accepted it. Those of the “itching 
ears” neither see nor accept. They learned that 
prophecy was a purpose in the program of God, 
and had to do with a Divine Person. “Itching ears” 
prefer Evolution to Revelation, and Human Phil- 
osophy to Divine Prophecy. They of the “burning 
hearts” learned that Christ “ought to have suf- 
fered these things and to enter into His glory” (vs. 
26) while “itching ears” pity the “human fellow” 
who fell into hands stronger than he. “Itching 
ears” never have anything for “aching hearts.” 
“Burning hearts” have a ministry to broken and 
bleeding hearts (Luke 4:18). They of the burn- 
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ing hearts cried, “It is toward evening, the day is 
far spent, abide with us!” They had found some 
One. He was a fact, no phantom. They discerned 
the time of day. The “ear itch” is an awful disease ! 
It is contagious and has been known to go from 
pulpit to pew. When it gets into a church it dead- 
ens and devitalizes the whole system. When the 
Gospel is “out” everything is “down” except the 
knees of the people in prayer to the Living God! 
Those who have itching ears must scratch, and at 
present they are certainly “scratching some.” 
“Scratching” is not as profitable as “searching.” 


CHAS aa Ow 
FAITH IN A SHIPWRECK 


FAITH IN A SHIPWRECK 


AID a graduate of a great Western University: 

“Paul Rader, who is he? I knew a Paul Rader 
in the University, but he was far from a preacher 
and this can not be the Paul, Rader I knew.” But 
it was the Paul Rader he knew—the Paul Rader of 
the University. 


Upon earnest solicitation Paul made preparation 
for his education. ‘This was right—it was the edu- 
cation that was wrong. Education is right if it is 
the right kind of education. Certainly we are ad- 
vocates of education but not some brands of educa- 
tion. There is an education in the faith, and also 
an education from the faith. There is a construc- 
tive education and a destructive education—an ed- 
ucation so-called. Rader suffered the destruction 
of his faith and he is not alone in this loss. Many 
with him have suffered shipwreck. Does not Mr. 
Rader speak the experience of many when he says: 


“T went through my College life clean and whole- 
some. My life was right in His sight. I went into 
my University life and my heart became sick. I 
shall never forget the day when first doubt began 
to creep into my heart. We were having Bible 
study and the professor was teaching the Book of 
Job. His critical remarks stunned me to the core 
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of my being. I protested but my protest was of no 
avail. He was a suave and highly cultured man. 
His rationalism was too much for my limited rea- 
son. He persuaded me to read some books that he 
put into my hands. I consented to it and by these 
books I got a spiritual upsetting that I sincerely 
believe was the cause of my subsequent downfall- 
ing. Other literature of this kind found place in 
my thought, and soon I found myself saturated 
with modernism. He had never been saved in his 
life. I know him and have talked with him time 
and time again, and he is not saved now and never 
has been saved. He happened to be born and raised 
in the church, and his father was a preacher, but he 
himself never was converted. He didn’t believe in 
the atonement and the Blood of Jesus Christ. Here _ 
I was thrust in that class, and I rose up and pro- 
tested against what he was teaching, and that fel- 
low with his sneering sarcasm called me down. 


While IT was at a Conference in the East a man 
came to me and said, “My boy was telling how you 
got up in school and protested against that thing.” 
For weeks and weeks I kept it up and they paid no 
attention. I went to the head of that University, 
and said, “I don’t see why I have to listen to that 
kind of teaching, and have that Bible insulted in the 
class.” He said, “I think you are a little bit ex- 
treme,.and you will see things all right. He is a 
good man.” I said, “I am not saying anything 
against him as a man. I would polish his shoes as 
far as his brains are concerned, and his manhood, 
but what does this mean?” 


HEAR 


PAUL RADER 


a ON 
DISEASES OF THE HEART 


WEDNESDAY NIGHT, JUNE 14TH 
NURSES’ NIGHT 
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NORTH AVENUE AND CLARK 
STREET 


OVER 


THE ABOVE IS THE MANNER IN WHICH THE SERMON OF 
PAUL RADER TO THE NURSES OF CHICAGO WAS’ ADVERTISED. 
ANY ONE READING THIS CHAPTER WILL NOT DOUBT THAT MR. 
RADER (S COMPETENT T© SPEAK ON THE “DISEASES OF THE 


HEART.” 
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Finally he saw he had a pestiferous character on 
hand, and started on the other track. He invited 
me to supper, and read me five or six paragraphs 
out of some fine literature, and began to talk to me 
about the joy of other men’s thoughts, and that was 
the first introduction I got into critical literature 
and the carnal thoughts of the brilliancy of men 
and their statements and subjects. He said, “How 
would you like to read this book?” and I said I 
would be delighted to, and took it to my room and 
sat up all night; and from that night the doubts 
stuck me to the heart, and I didn’t have a single ar- 
gument with which to answer. I threw myself in- 
to the work | wanted to do, and read and read and 
neglected my school work to see if this contention 
were true, and the first thing I knew I had poi- 
soned my heart, but within my own breast I felt 
the experiences [| had had before, were right. 


When IJ came to Hamline University at St. Paul, 
it wasn’t any more help to me. Nobody seemed to 
understand me, and I shut my mouth and went to 
Asbury Church. I found a godly people, and knew 
the experiences they had. I had walked with God, 
and knew they were real and had something in 
their hearts. I had my doubts and heresies, but 
hadn't gone so far but what I was under conviction, 
and God asked me once more in St. Paul if | would 
not give up everything of a worldly nature. This 
new ambition that had come into my mind, if I 
wouldn’t throw it over, but I didn’t throw it over. 
I kept on reading that kind of literature, and look- 
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ing at different kinds of ministers, ministers who 
abode with God and kept on their knees, and then 
at the other kind that smacked of science and liter- 
ature, and could talk of Shakespeare and read and 
go out into the things of culture. I began to look at 
these men instead of the holy men God could use 
like poor old wabbling Peter, when filled with the 
Holy Ghost. 


These are the men | should have been looking at, 
but I was looking at the crowd. The young folks 
in these days are looking at the crowd. I went to 
the Pacific Coast and studied, and then went to 
Boston, and I was lecturing for one of the railroads 
and they sent me East for five or six lectures de- 
scriptive of their scenery, and they asked me to 
come to Boston, and | got the invitation to become 
pastor of a church. They installed me there in a 
great big church of which Smith-Baker was for- 
merly pastor. The crowds came, and I went on 
with my philanthropic work. Could smoke, and 
boxed five or six rounds in the club, and belonged 
to thirteen clubs, and was at every banquet. I 
went abroad with a fine fellow who was a hatter, 
and took a vacation with him, and would come back 
and tell what I had seen, and the first thing I knew 
I had swung clear into the other thing and away 
from God and the Book. 


Sometime ago the recorder of this life story of 
Mr. Rader sat with him at a well-stocked library 
and volume after volume of rationalistic literature 
was discussed. Book after book having been 
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brought into review, we found Mr. Rader had been 
deep into them all. He must have been a vociferous 
reader. He had a ravenous intellectual appetite. 


Mr. Rader finding himself less interested in spir- 
itual things now turned his attention to things in- 
tellectual and physical. The close walk he had en- 
joyed with God, his simple prayer life, became as 
he says in his own words “A formal and cold af- 
fair.” He preached but with no power and without 
message. 


His athletic career led him from one college to 
another and he finally became a teacher of Latin 
and Greek in a Pacific Coast University. While 
the younger Rader was teaching on the Pacific 
Coast, the elder Rader was also preaching on the 
Pacific Coast. 


About this time Dr. Charles Crane, who was 
pastor of the Peoples Temple in Boston, invited 
Paul Rader to come to Boston to assist him in 
special meetings. He accepted the call, remember- 
ing the blessings that had come in other years un- 
der the ministry of Dr. Charles Crane, when pas- 
tor at Colorado Springs. 


During this visit to Boston, members of the Con- 
gregational Church heard him preaching in Dr. 
Crane’s church and invited him to the Congrega- 
tional Church. For six months he continued until 
a council was called and Mr. Rader was ordained 
to the ministry. Dr. Frank Crane, who is well 
known throughout the world by his editorials 
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which appear nightly in a chain of American news- 
papers, and who was himself at that time the pas- 
tor of the Union Congregational Church in Wor- 
cester, Massachusetts, preached the ordination ser- 
mon. 


Mr. Rader found himself in an atmosphere which 
he himself says, was anything but conducive to 
spirituality. He was surrounded by men who were 
in trend and tendency Unitarian. Mr. Rader, con- 
scious of defeat, began to drift in the things of 
faith, He became derelict. Human reason was 
supplanting Divine Revelation. He lost his land 
legs and put to sea in a craft that never bore any- 
one to a haven. He drew in the anchor and drifted 
to the reef. He was caught in the winds of false 
doctrine. His words concerning this experience are 
indeed pertinent. Says he, “Before long, doubt and 
modernism brought sin in its wake and I found 
myself absolutely careless and practically wicked. 
I felt the sting of hypocrisy and knew that the only - 
honest thing for me to do, living the lie I was 
living and believing what I was believing, was to 
quit the ministry.” 


When any minister ceases to have the saving 
Gospel, he is a destructive messenger. Mr. Rader 
then went abroad to take what he calls “a taste of 
European modernism and of art.” The taste added 
greatly to the spiritual decline. In Europe he was 
a prodigal. He pillaged the galleries and searched 
the libraries and studiously kept himself from the 
old Book of God, the Holy Scriptures, 
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He returned to America where he was laid aside 
in a hospital for many months and was told that 
never again would he be able to make use of his 
limbs. For a number of weeks there was no feel- 
ing in any part of his body but his hips. Recoy- 
ery, however, led him to give up a church to go in- 
to reformatory work. In this there was no satisfac- 
tion. His brain was crazed with craving. He 
knew not as yet the cords that drew him, not the 
voice that wooed him. He spent Tuesdays and 
Thursdays with Dr. Frank Crane listening to lec- 
tures on art and paintings of the Madonna and the 
Holy Grail. The contrary winds caught his sails. 
Faith was in a shipwreck. The eclipse of Mr. Ra- 
der’s faith in this dark hour is pathetically told by 
himself. 


“T had come to a place where I tried to explain 
through psychology my early boyhood experience. 
I dismissed these things by saying I had a religious 
father and a religious mother and like a black and 
white calf, because it had a black and white moth- 
er or father, I had religious conviction. Like a 
Swedish boy born with light hair and blue eyes, | 
was born religious, and those experiences that | 
had grew out of my own being and were not God- 
given. So all these explanations given by the men 
of our times, the Unitarians and Evolutionists, I 
was taking. Different ones would write papers and 
we would keep that thing up; and that thing is go- 
ing on in our day, that criticism, and writing of pa- 
pers, and I don’t know anything that kills the faith 
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of men, like a Ministerial Association where they 
are writing a bunch of papers. 


I have seen fellows come into such a meeting 
with pure faith, and hear some cynical fellow read 
an outlandish paper against something, and then 
hear it criticised, and say, “Well, we have to have 
both sides,” and that poor fellow has his faith un- 
dermined. There is a lot of it in our day, and I was 
honeycombed with that thing and swung out into 
the world. If you are out of the will of God any- 
thing can happen to you. When you don’t want 
God’s best you will get the devil’s worst, and I 
was getting the devil’s worst and getting it fast. 


I went abroad again and had a long and extended 
trip with five wealthy men, and had cultivated my- 
self and could tell stories and imitate, and I was 
pleasant company, and it was easy for me to have 
a good time with those men and to talk at little 
clubs. 


[ was a pastor, but absolutely cut loose from 
faith in Jesus Christ. I was preaching to people, a 
lot of perfumed sophistry and culture, and what 
men might call “good work for humanity” and all 
that sort of thing, good enough as men look at it. 
but damnable as far as God looked at it. And thank 
God, He was good enough to lay me on my back in 
Boston, and no one knew what was the matter 
with me, and neither did I, but God was good 
enough to get me out of it. My legs all wasted 
away, and one rationalistic fellow jokingly said 
they would have to shoot me for the resurrection, | 
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was so hard to kill. My head was ripped open once 
when [ was in school, but God brought me 
through. 

I talked with God and God talked with me when 
I was a boy, and Jesus was so good to me, and 
didn’t go back on me. Other men go back on us 
and fail us but Jesus never goes back on a fellow: 
and God knew I had been poisoned, for in my early 
days I had a pure heart and knew Jesus Christ, and 
those fellows had stuck that damnable rot:of un- 
belief in me. 


I was a simple-minded boy that knew how to 
trust Jesus Christ, and they with their subtle argu- 
ments deceived me. | am not blaming them for 
everything, for after | got started I was thrown 
loose and sought that kind of stuff; but God threw 
me on my back, and then sent me out West, and'] 
got.a chance to try reformation work, and did it. 
The city I was working in went to “Local Option” 
by 10,000, and I have the scars on me where | 
fought the liquor crowd; and have had my experi- 
ences of trying to reform the world, and of throw- 
ing myself into that kind of business. 


I was like Jonah, knew I ought to preach the 
Gospel of Jesus Christ, and substituted everything 
else in the world; but God had me in the whale’s 
belly, and God was taking me down that He might 
bring me up. Finally on the Coast I took a little 
church and said, “I will preach anyhow. I won’t 
preach my doubts, I will preach what father used 


to preach.” 
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Father was living and out there, and | loved him 
too much to talk doubt to him. I tried it, but didn’t 
have any message, and I went to him one day and 
said, ‘““Dad, I hate to leave you. You have had one 
stroke of paralysis, and I don’t know when | will 
see you again, but I have got to go. I am ruined, 
and cannot preach.” I would think back to those 
boyhood days and how I knew God, and now ab- 
solutely did not have any message, and I knew 
there was a dying world ahead of me; and I was 
polluted by the thing that ruined it, and so I went 
into business and took my wife and little family. 


I knew how. to fight and could fight well. I was 
at the Jeffries and Johnson prize-fight, and trained 
with Jeffries and boxed. with him and Jim Corbet 
backed me to be the “white hope” and so did Jack 
Ohland. I went to Philadelphia and fought Jack in 
his own pavilion, and I did it for one purpose. I 
was going to organize a great big company, and 
had already started in the oil business on the 
Coast, and knew by promoting in the East I could 
get plenty of funds. My body was in good shape, 
and I had trained all my life and knew the business, 
and had always boxed since I was sixteen years of 
age. There wasn’t a time in the cow-punchers’ life 
when we didn’t have plenty of gloves, and I had 
trained others and knew the tricks. 

From week to week I would go out for a fight 
and get $250 or $300 for it, and went on promoting. 
I threw it away once for a few weeks and said, “I 
will break away and preach,” but I couldn’t do it. 
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I started in and the thing would not go.” Let me 
tell you I could put men in this pulpit to-night, and 
if they will preach there will be results. They may 
be crooked and wrong, but if they preach the Word 
of God God blesses His Word. You wonder how a 
man like B. F. Mills could preach and have conver- 
sions, when he didn’t believe it himself; but you 
throw wheat out and it will come up. God has to 
bless His Word. He will bless it more, of course, 
when it is backed up by the Holy Ghost. 


THE TELEGRAM 


The thing scared me, and I knew I was not right, 
and the reason I did it was for one thing. My fa- 
ther telegraphed me, and I was to have a fight in 
Chicago, and had my fighting apparel on, and had 
had my bath and rub-down, and then walked out by 
the lake and hated myself enough to want to shoot 
my brains out. I had this telegram and it said: 
“Boy, I am dying, but I could die happy if 1 knew 
you were preaching the Gospel.” I said, “Oh, God, 
I would love to preach it, but I am poisoned, cor- 
rupted. I tried it and I felt such a hypocrite and 
knew I didn’t have a message, and I quit the busi- 
ness.” 
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ITH the passing of his father, Mr. Rader was 
1 crushed and cowed. The sun had gone out 
and the stars forgot. It was night. In his loneli- 
ness he says: 


“T looked around for some man, who had the 
faith of my father to whom I could go and with 
whom I could pray.” 


How strangely it is that in distress, darkened 
man always looks “around” for “some man”! Why 
not above and to a “Sovereign God”? Paul Rader 
thought the sun had gone down when in fact the 
Son had gone up. 

Not only was Mr. Rader under the burden of sor- 
row at his father’s death but at this time Mrs. Ra- 
der on the Pacific Coast was sent to the hospital. 


“’ She passed through a serious but a successful op- 


eration for tubercular glands. 


Added to this was the financial predicament of a 
friend to whom Mr. Rader was obligated and into 
business he plunged—plunged and prospered! Says 
he: 


“T had the company organized and all the mon- 
ey in the treasurer’s hands, and every man had his 
position, and my salary was fixed, and the check in 
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my hand, and the whole thing was consummated, 
after all those months when I had tried to fight the 
thing through, through privation and suffering. 


I couldn’t go through it all, because I had a 
churn-dasher life, and all the experiences of Jonah 
and the fish and all the experiences that go be- 
tween. Jonah could tell you all about the inside of 
the whale, and I could tell you a lot of things, be- 
cause I was out of the will of God, and the most 
dangerous man [| know of is a backslidden preach- 
er. The most dangerous men I know are backslid- 
den preachers. 


That Thursday afternoon the whole thing was 
consummated. J telegraphed my wife, “I am fixed 
for life now. I can do whatever I want to do.” It 
was all fixed and it was mine. The very company 
I organized that day is worth fiftv times what it 
was worth that day, and the who’e thing has gone 
with a great boom, a big oil proposition. 


BU GOD: 


Oh, the unescapable God! “Whither shall I flee 
from Thy presence?” Certainly not to Wall Street 
nor to the Broadway. .The man, who lectures 
through a megaphone to sight-seers seeing New 
York on sight-seeing busses, calls attention to 
Trinity Church at the ‘head of Wall Street’ as the 
‘only thing that ever got ahead of Wall Street.’ To 
be sure a nice bit of wit but more than wit, for 
God and His Christ work wisely over the wizards 
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of Wall Street and greatly triumph over treasures! 
Let praise arise to Him! 


And now that I had the company all in my hands 
and walked out of that little room and onto, Wall 
Street that day, for the first time since my boyhood 
days, I heard that old Voice. I cannot tell you 
what it is, but you will know it when you hear it. 
His sheep know His voice and hear His voice, 
thank God, and He whispered like He used to when 
I was a boy and said to me as plain as could be, 
‘Now you think you have got something. If you 
will drop it all and follow Me I will lead you into 
the Truth and give you a message.’ 


It is not required to explain how the voice of the 
Son of God came into the soul of Rader, for each 
believer knows that God speaks, though ‘tis not 
given to tell how. 

“Though | forget Him and wander away, 
Yet He does seek me wherever I stray. 
Back to His dear loving arms would I flee, 
When I remember that Jesus loves me.” 

How sublimely and yet how simply, and how be- 
yond controversy and cavil, is the experience of a 
multitude of the children of God here expressed! 
What a bringer back of His own is He! 


From Wall Street Mr. Rader took to the subway 
for 44th and Broadway “uptown.” The rattle and 
rush of the subway could not silence the voice of 
Him who was “the Way.” Fle rushed to his private 
room—on 44th Street, though he retained a room 
at the Waldorf-Astoria and at another hostelry also 
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and here he shut himself in—shut himself in with 
God! With God for a three days’ session! 


THE ROOM NEXT DOOR 
TO THE LITTLE THEATER 


One day about noon in the summer of 1917 on 
44th Street, a stone’s throw from Broadway, next 
door to a little theater, Paul Rader and myself were 
posing for the camera; not that we desire to be 
photographed for publicity but that the story of the 
redeeming grace of God in the life of Paul Rader 
might be preached and presented more pertinently 
and powerfully. ‘The picture here presented will 
show Paul Rader and the author standing on the 
steps beneath the window of the room in which the 
salvation of God came into the life of Paul Rader. 
As we stood there traffic was somewhat held up 
and the passers-by stopped curiously to gaze, doubt- 
less thinking we were theater folk, as this neigh- 
borhood is the home of the profession. Mr. Rader 
lifted his hat, as a glance at the accompanying il- 
lustration will reveal, in sincere commemoration of 
what God had done in that upper room and in ad- 
oration for Him who did it. The Little Theater is 
included in the picture which was not an easy one 
to secure. Throughout all the country where Ra- 
der has gone and where he has not gone, there has 
been a general call for the setting forth of the facts 
and incidents connected with his recovery to God. 
What took place in this upper room we shall not 
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dare to attempt to narrate but rather repeat the 
story in the words.of Mr. Rader as reported to the 
writer by Mr. Rader himself. May God find it His 
pleasure to use these words to do a mighty work. 


“IT threw myself on my face before God and for 
three days and three nights I remained there and 
for three days and three nights God fought out a 
victory in my life. No tongue can ever tell the aw- 
fulness of my conviction of sin during the first 
hours of that afternoon and night.” 


The writer desires to interpolate at this point 
and relate what Mr. Rader told him in private con- 
versation. 


Paul Rader standing as did Isaiah in the Temple 
when he saw the holiness of God and cried, “Woe 
is me, | am an unclean man,” was also given such a 
sense of the evil, not of his sins but of his sinful na- 
ture from which all sins proceed, that he actually 
threw himself upon the floor and as if some power- 
ful emetic had taken hold upon his being, he filled 
cuspidors with his vomit. To this age which knows 
nothing of sin and mocks at those who declare a 
moral distance between man and God, these words 
may appear foolish but not unto men who, in the 
light of God’s Word, have seen their own evil na- 
ture and have cried unto Him for help. 


Says he, “No human words can ever tell the joy 
that came into my heart when my sins, my failure, 
and my hypocrisy were dealt with by means of 
blood which I must call precious, the Precious 
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Blood of Christ. I then saw the meaning of the 
cross of Christ and that God had thereon dealt with 
sin. Waves of joy and assurance of His love filled 
my soul until through my tears | looked into the 
face of God and cried, “O God! I am complete and 
clean in Christ.” Who knows what God was doing 
in this upper room? Perhaps raising up another 
David Brainerd or a Jonathan Edwards and how 
little any one expected He was raising up the suc- 
cessor of Torrey and Dixon in the Moody Church. 


Following this definite experience with God in 
the upper room next to the Little Theater on 44th 
Street, there then came what Mr. Rader calls “the 
next round of the battle.’ He had formerly en- 
joyed the experience with God. He had somewhat 
of His love. What guarantee had he as he walked 
from that room that he would not repeat the defeat 
and declension of the past? It was to him a prob- 
lem that took on proportions to a terrible degree. 
Says he, “I struggled, I fought, I resolved and after 
each outburst of resolution I felt myself only 
weaker and could not get anything beneath my 
feet that gave me an assuring guarantee for the fu- 
ture. Finally, I felt directed to my Bible and to 
seek help in the Holy Scriptures. I was conscious 
of the presence of a teacher; one who did really 
show me the things of Christ. Had revealed to me 
the cross and its place in the Divine plan of -Re- 
demption. I found that all provision was made for 
me. I learned that by one simple word, faith could 
deal with a fact. The little word was, “reckon.” I 
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was to “reckon myself to be dead indeed unto sin 
and to be alive indeed unto God.” This transaction 
was the guarantee of Christ who, at His death, died 
unto sin and in His resurrection lives unto God. I 
saw that by simple faith I could believe that Jesus 
Christ had nailed the life of self and sin to the 
cross. He had dealt with the old man and I need 
not fight it out, but let Him be my life and my vic- 
tory and my power and my all. He was my wis- 
dom, my sanctification, my righteousness and my 
redemption. I saw there was a place of fullness 
and that fullness was in the finished work of Christ 
done for me on the cross and wrought in me by 
Christ. J dared to let go and I dared to let God be 
my very life. Oh, the sweetness of that yielding! 
Oh, the joy of feeling that the battle was not mine, 
but the Lord’s! And He gave me the precious verse 
“Not by might, nor by power, but by My Spirit, 
saith the Lord of Hosts.” 

I waited before Him into the early hours of the 
next morning in patience and in faith with my Bi- 
ble open before me, and about four o’clock in the 
morning I saw this whole truth in a flash and said 
to God, “As easily as I throw this Bible into the air 
and it drops on the bed, so easily I put myself en- 
tirely in Thy hands.” As soon as the Bible settled 
down on the bed and the springs were quiet, I 
opened my heart and took the fullness of the bless- 
ed Holy Spirit. He took me at my word and came 
in to fill and to bless me and to endue with power. 
The blessed fire burned within my bosom and all I 
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could think of was to pray that God would give me 
a chance to tell others, to tell others, to tell others. 
I said, “Lord, I’ll go to the street at once, I'll give 
up my business, I’ll go out into the byways and 
into the highways and in the hedges and compel 
them to come in,” and in the joy of this resolution 
came this problem, “You couldn’t support an in- 
valid wife by preaching on the street and to take 
care of a family!” Yet God seemed to whisper, 
“Casting all your care upon Him, for He careth for 
you,” but I didn’t see how I could trust, for there 
seemed to be no special promise upon which to pin 
my faith, that God could take care of her health. 


I remember that the Spirit seemed to bring be- 
fore me this kind of a vision mentally, of a strong 
man without any arms, and the Lord seemed to be 
saying, “If I tell you to cast your cares upon Me, 
have I no arms with which to take them ?”—which 
meant to me, have I not a specific provision which 
will take care of your specific needs? And at once 
I began to hunt.through the Word to find if any 
provision had been made. I started to read the 
eighth chapter of Matthew, filled with healings and 
when I ran on to the seventeenth verse I was 
shocked beyond measure to see standing up before 
me a perfect provision for all that I needed in JE- 
SUS ALONE. Taken back into Isaiah from whom 
Matthew quoted, I found that the translation was 
not the same. I hurriedly got myself together and 
went into the library and hunted out one of the 
scholars’ translation, and with great joy found that 
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though the scholar was not himself an orthodox 
Christian, yet this translation held to Matthew’s 
words “Himself took our sicknesses and bare our 
infirmities.” 


The verse came to me quickly “By His stripes ye 
are healed” and I began on my knees to read again 
the account of the crucifixion. I saw the cross, but 
I saw before the cross the scourging and the stripes 
of pain, and my heart was led to see Him as the 
One all-sufficient in these things. I then and there 
definitely committed my wife to Him for healing 
and said, “Lord I’ll go where You lead.” 


He led me to trust Him alone for my support, 
not that I would have others feel that this is a law, 
but it seemed that He must have a tight rein on me 
and have me where any moment I must be entirely 
dependent upon Him, since before I had been so 
independent. This I had promised at the time of 
yielding and from that day to this, trusting Him 
for money has been a source of great spiritual 
blessing. 


Still He seemed to hold me to the room and to 
the scenes surrounding the cross. Before long I 
found my mind centered watching the mockers put- 
ting the crown of thorns upon His brow. It came 
to me with a sense of great strangeness, that in a 
hall such as the one in which they took Him there 
should be any thorns, or that men should take the 
trouble to go and gather thorns and. make them 
into a crown. Several times I tried to leave the 
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scene and again and again and again my mind was 
drawn back to the crown of thorns and I asked, 
“What does it mean, what does it mean?” “Why 
the thorns, why the thorns?” As I sat thus pon- 
dering the Spirit led me to turn back and read the 
passage in Genesis at the fall and the curse, and | 
readily saw that thorns were a sign of the curse. I 
don’t know how the words ever came to my lips, or 
how the idea ever popped into my head, but I had 
no sooner finished the passage in Genesis and re- 
verted again to the crown of thorns, that I said 
audibly, “He is King of the Curse, crowned King 
of the Curse.”’ No one but God knows what the next 
ten or fifteen minutes meant to me. 


1 had been in reformation work and had looked 
at what I thought was a failure of Christianity and 
had seen machinery, machinery, machinery, in re- 
ligion and I could see no light ahead for the world, 
but as God flashed the fact into my mind that Jesus 
was the King of the Curse, I saw in a moment that 
what He could do for the soul and His plan for the 
redemption of the body through the personal work 
of Jesus, He could do and was going to do in the 
redemption of this old earth., 


J turned over into Isaiah and read again some 
passages that to me used to seem very vague and 
mysterious, and the Light flashed in again from an- 
other angle, that He was “King of the Jews.” I 
turned back to the cross and saw it written in 
three languages. Again He was “King of the 
Jews.” 


BROADWAY BONDAGE AND BLESSING 97 


I read some parts of the story of Joseph and the 
Spirit seemed to bring a parallel to my mind of Je- 
sus and Joseph, and from that parallel the Spirit 
has worked out many passages to which I turned, 
and each passage only made it more clear in my 
mind that Jesus was coming back to sit as King of 
kings and Lord of lords, and to gather His own to 
Himself. My Bible became new and | felt at times 
that it was almost alive. |] marked it and copied 
and wrote as the weeks went by, as God would 
compare spiritual things with unspiritual things 
and old things with new. I felt I had a message, 
and God led me out to deliver it. 


Rader must now face his fellows and declare 
what God had wrought in his life. He went down 
town to his office and informed the men with whom 
he was associated that it was “all over.” He turned 
back his check, delivered up his correspondence and 
keys and stepped out of the office with but $10.00 
in his pocket which he sent immediately to his wife. 
One of the firm followed him out into the hall and 
said, “What does this step mean? Are you crazy?” 
Niokeeer replied, “Tam not: crazy.  l.am the 
sanest and happiest man you ever saw.” “Yes,” 
said he, “but what are you going to do?” “I am 
going to preach,” said Rader, “Have you got a 
call?” “Yes, I have a call, a call out of the gutter. 
I have some one to preach for and He is bigger 
than all your money.” “You don’t mean,” said he, 
“you are going to give this over to some one else? 
Listen, Rader, let me take your interest and I will 
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give you a paper. You will change your mind soon, 
for you are pré-eminent over us and you have made 
us rich and will be rich yourself.” Mr. Rader re- 
plied firmly, “I know what this game is, and you 
would draw me back into it, but I am through with 
this kind of business now and forever and I will 
mind God. if I die.” Said he, “I guess you mean 
it.’ “Yes,” said Rader, “I’m going to trust Jesus 
Christ straight through,” and Rader went out into 
the streets of New York. 


Once upon the streets Rader passed a “down and 
out,’ standing on the sidewalk near the corner of 
41st Street and 8th Avenue. He was asking the 
Lord to lead him -and help him to start a street 
service. There was a pitiful looking man standing 
in front of a restaurant against the post. Rader 
stepped .up on the other side of the postwand 
reached around the post and in a joyful way pulled 
the tooth pick out of the man’s mouth. He jerked 
his head in resentment but Rader smiled and said, 
“Friend, I believe that tooth pick’s a bluff. I don’t 
think you have had your supper. Won’t you come 
and eat with me?” ‘The man smiled and consented 
and they walked into the restaurant together. 


What took place in the restaurant we shall let him 
tell. 


“I could see that the poor fellow was very hun- 
gry, so didn’t try to get his attention, but began 
to talk to him about the things of God. He was 
bald-headed and I only saw his face at intervals 
and I used the baldhead from which to bounce my 
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words, so that the other men at the table could 
catch the things that I was talking about, and be- 
fore long they came back with replies. A little ar- 
gument started. We all rose and paid our bills and 
as the men left the door I invited them to the curb 
where I pulled out my Bible and asked them to 
just stand in their places while I preached and an- 
swered some of their questions. ‘They did so and 
thus God gave me my first street meeting.” 


Mr. Rader’s thoughts now turned to home and 
his first thought was of the Coast and his wife. He 
planned to move from city to city until he could 
join his family by the Sundown Sea. On the eve 
of leaving New York City he met the late Dr. 
aton who was then with the Methodist Publishing 
House. He sat down and related to Dr. Eaton his 
experience and Dr. Eaton told him of a man in 
Harrisburg of whom he was very anxious and gave 
Mr. Rader a letter and asked him to pass through 
Harrisburg to take a letter to this man and take 
time to talk and pray with him. 

Mr. Rader went to Harrisburg and did talk with 
the friend of Dr. Eaton. Said the man, “There is 
a man in the Railroad Y. M. C. A. that is one of 
your kind and I would like to have you meet him.” 
He called up Mr. Gregory and told him that I 
was in town and what Dr. Eaton had said of me 
in his letter. | was invited to the office of Mr. Greg- 
ory. In Mr. Gregory’s office, sitting with him was 
a man by the name of Rossiter. Mr. Gregory asked 
Rader where he had preached and he replied that 
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he had been preaching on the streets. ‘his inter- 
ested Mr. Rossiter and he said to Mr. Rader, “I 
have a permit to speak on the Court House steps 
and would be glad to have you speak for me to- 
night.” Mr. Rossiter was in charge of the branch 
of the Christian Missionary Alliance in Harrisburg, 
a society of which Rader knew nothing. 


Upon leaving Harrisburg, Mr. Rossiter handed 
Mr. Rader a letter of introduction to Rev. E. D. 
Whiteside of Pittsburgh. We shall tarry to take 
time to say a word concerning E. D. Whiteside 
of Pittsburgh, Pa. He is a man who has lived in 
the quiet of his closet, a man free from presump- 
tion or assumption. A man who seeks no publicity 
and who lives in simplicity_and in the Spirit. We 
can see the hand of God as he directs Rader to this 
man and we ourselves must testify that in a crisis 
hour of our spiritual life we were directed to the 
counsel of E. D. Whiteside who did more for us in 
a time of deepest need than any person living this 
side of the throne of God. About America there are 
other men besides Paul Rader and the writer who 
know the true value of this mighty man who lives 
a holy life in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. 


With reluctance Mr. Rader went to Pittsburgh and 
in relating his experience there, he says, “I got 
into Pittsburgh very early in the morning and went 
to bed, telling the hotel clerk to call me at nine 
o’clock. I arrived at Mr. Whiteside’s little taber- 
nacle on Clark Street just as Sunday School was 
being dismissed. I was sitting on the back seat of 
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the church as Mr. Whiteside walked up to the pul- 
pit from the Sunday School room. As soon as I 
. saw him my heart seemed to turn over within me 
and I laid my head on the seat in front of me and 
cried ‘O God, do I have to stay in Pittsburgh? It 
seemed to me from every natural point the very 
last place for me to bring my wife with her tuber- 
cular trouble, but the Spirit assured me again that 
any place in the will of God was a safe place for my 
family and myself. I cannot say how God made 
the fact known to me that I was to stay in Pitts- 
burgh, but my heart was very conscious of it and 
the whole matter was decided before many minutes 
had gone by. 


Mr. Whiteside preached from the Book of. Es- 
ther, and at the close of the sermon I greeted him, 
shook hands with him and presented the letter of 
introduction. He asked me to go home to dinner 
with him. After dinner we had a little conversa- 
tion. Mr. Whiteside is a man of few words and 
much prayer. We had*not long talked when I 
found that Mr. Whiteside believed just what I had 
learned in the upper room on 44th Street and this 
made me rejoice. I knew nothing of the Christian 
Alliance but by name and I didn’t remember ever 
hearing of Dr. A. B. Simpson, its president and I 
afterwards found out that I could have thrown a 
stone from the little room on 44th Street where I 
was saved, through the sky light that would have 
dropped into Dr. Simpson’s pulpit. How strange 
are the revealings and the concealings of God! 


104 RADER’S REDEMPTION 


Mr. Whiteside asked me to preach for him on 
Sunday night. I did so. Reaching Mr. Whiteside’s 
home that night, Rev. Robert Brown of Beaver 
Falls, Pa., informed Mr. Whiteside over the phone 
that an evangelist had failed him. That he had a 
small electric lighted tent and plenty of people but 
no preacher. Mr. Whiteside assured him that the 
Lord had His own evangelist and commissioned 
me to go. 


During that summer I preached under the direc- 
tion of Mr. Whiteside. The Gospel ‘Tabernacle 
asked me to become assistant pastor, which I did. 
During this time I took part in singing and preach- 
ing at many conventions under the direction of the 
Christian and Missionary Alliance. Mr. Whiteside 
was used of God to teach me more than I can ever 
tell or he will ever know. His life was an example 
of holy living and constant praying. 


During Mr. Rader’s work in Pittsburgh, Mrs. 
Rader and the two children, Pauline and Willa- 
mine, joined him and there they launched upon the 
life of faith together that has brought joy unspeak- 
able unto this day. On another page we present a 
picture of this happy family. 


Mrs. Rader is a woman of reserve and resource. 
She surrounds Mr. Rader with every safeguard and 
service which tells mightily in his life of evangel- 
ism. She is a woman of faith and is never so well 
displayed as in the heart of her home. ‘The chil- 
dren are growing up in the admonition of the Lord. 
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‘There is now another Rader which has come into 
this happy home since their removal to Chicago. 


After two years in Pittsburgh, Mr. Rader felt the 
ery of the multitude and was led to take up evan- 
gelism and arranged a number of campaigns. He 
visited Toledo, St. Paul, and Chicago. In Toledo he 
preached from the post-office steps reaching great 
multitudes. In St. Paul he worked with J. D. Wil- 
liams and wife, whom Mr. Rader says are doing a 
far-reaching work through the Northwest. In Chi- 
cago, Mr. Robeson and Mr. Reber, and a few other 
friends rented the old Fourth Baptist Church on 
Ashland Boulevard at Monroe. 
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TORREY’S PRAYER 


HEN Paul Rader was a boy in the Methodist 

parsonage in Denver, many notable men were 
entertained by his father, the Presiding Elder. 
Among them was Sam Jones, the great Southern 
evangelist. Sam Jones took a liking to Paul and 
Paul was every ounce a boy. It was only recently 
that the writer in company with a dear friend and 
fellow-helper, H. W. Moore of Denver, passed the 
church of which Mr. Rader was pastor, with the 
parsonage next door. Mr. Moore, who is a business 
man of Denver and a member of the Methodist 
Church and who speaks considerably said he had 
to put Paul Rader out of church one night because 
he would not behave. Paul was a boy and a preach- 
er’s son did not exempt him from mischief. Sam 
Jones told Paul that the greatest preacher in all the 
world was D. L. Moody and if he ever had a chance 
to hear him to be sure and take it. Paul was de- 
lighted when he learned one day that Mr. Moody 
was coming to Denver to preach in a large build- 
ing. Tickets were given out for admission and Paul 
failed to get hold of one and went to the place 
where Mr. Moody was preaching to find it full and 
impossible to gain admission. He tried to get in 
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by all means and failed and finally went to the back 
of the building where stood a short, heavy set and 
strongly built man who was pounding on the back 
door. Said this man, ‘““What do you want, boy?” “I 
want to get in to hear Mr. Moody preach,” said 
Paul. “Why do you want to hear Mr. Moody 
preach?” said the man. “Because Sam. Jones told 
me to.” “What did Sam Jones tell you?” “He told 
me that Mr. Moody was the best preacher in the 
world and I haven’t got a ticket to hear him.” Said 
the little heavy set man, “I’ll get you in to hear Mr. 
Moody. Here, take hold of my coat-tail.” So, Paul 
took hold upon the short man’s coat-tail. Said the 
man, “Hold on now and don’t let loose.” So he 
went all the way up the aisle and on the great plat- 
form holding on to the strange man’s coat-tail. He 
was shown a seat in the second row. 


When the chairman of the meeting said, “Mr. 
Moody will now preach” the man on whose coat- 
tail he had been hanging was the man who got up 
to preach. Paul Rader did not know until then that 
he had been hanging on to the coat-tail of D. L. 
Moody, the world’s most famous evangelist, the 
pastor of the Moody Church and the founder of the 
Moody Bible Institute. Nor did Mr. Moody know 
that the boy who was hanging’ to his coat-tail 
would be the man who twenty-three years after 
would be called to be the preacher of the Moody 
Church. Again we say, how strange are the re- 
vealings and concealings of God! 


THE CHURCH BUILDING THAT D. L. MOODY 
BUILT AND WHERE PAUL RADER PREACHED. 
IT IS NOW IN THE POSSESSION OF THE MOODY 
BIBLE INSTITUTE. 
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Dr. R. A. Torrey, formerly pastor of the Moody 
Church, has been known as a man of prayer for 
more than a third of a century. He was passing 
through Chicago and went to the Moody Church 
prayer meeting service. The Moody Church had 
been without a pastor since Dr. Dixon’s call to 
Spurgeon Tabernacle, London. That important pul- 
pit and a preacher-pastor had failed to connect! Dr. 
Torrey was led on that evening to pray much af- 
ter the following: 


“©O Lord, we have not until now been deeply concerned 
about a pastor for the Moody Church—this church of our 
love and our labors. We have known of the great and good 
and faithful men Thou hast been sending here from time to 
time to lead and to feed these people of Thy pasture. But, 
now, O Lord, it seems to us the time has come for the 
Moody Church to have a settled pastor. Who hast Thou, O 
Lord? We pray Thee that Thou wouldst raise up unto this 
church and this city an unknown man. Not a man every- 
body knows but a man no one knows. Send Thy man in 
Thy way, that the people may know God is mindful of this 
people and has His man in preparation. Amen.” 

It was a prayer extraordinary, for Dr. Torrey is 
not a man who delights in the novelty of experi- 
ence. He is sane and sober on spiritual responsi- 
bilities. It was the Spirit of God who spoke in him 
on the occasion. It was God’s way-making for the 
coming of the young man Rader! Dr. Torrey was 
praying Paul Rader from the coat-tail of Moody in- 
to the Moody Church pulpit. Dr. Torrey realized 
and recognized the answer to his prayer in the call 
and coming of Paul Rader to the Moody Church 


pulpit. 


Mrs. A. M. Johnson, a dear friend of the writer 
and a faithful believer, heard Dr. Torrey in Los 
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Angeles say when announcing the coming of Rader 
to the Pacific Coast, “Paul Rader is perhaps the 
greatest preacher among us to-day.” 


Thus it is that God often has a David who does 
not always appear among the other sons of Jesse. 
Paul Rader, ‘not a man everybody knows” but a 
man but few knew. When Paul Rader of the Gos- 
pel Tabernacle of Pittsburgh was called to the 
Moody Church about the whole of America the 
people were asking us as we went, “Who is this 
Paul Rader?” and Dr. Torrey’s prayer was an- 
swered—‘“a man unknown’—But God knew His 
man. 


The call of- Mr. Rader to the Moody Church was 
in this way and we report it in the words of Mr. 
Rader. 


“Dr. Simpson was to speak in Moody Church 
the Sunday I was to open an “evangelistic” cam- 
paign in Chicago. We had arranged for no morn- 
ing service, and I promised Dr. Simpson that [ 
would be with him Sunday morning at the church. 
According to the arrangement I was at Moody 
Church on this Sunday morning. Dr. Simpson in- 
troduced me to Mr. Woolley, the acting pastor of 
the church, to Brother Morrison and Brother 
Burke. We went together into the office for a sea- 
son of prayer before going into the pulpit. Mr. 
Woolley asked especially that we pray concerning 
the revival that was scheduled to start in the 
church the next Sunday under the leadership of 
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Nicholson and Hemminger. He also asked us to 
pray especially for a supply for the following Sun- 
day, because he had received a telegram that the 
meetings could not open on the Sunday scheduled 
but would have to be delayed a week. 


We had a refreshing season of prayer, and Mr. 
Woolley led us to the pulpit. Mr. Woolley did not 
understand from Dr. Simpson’s introduction 
whether | was a layman or a preacher, so when the 
time came for the opening prayer he turned to Dr. 
Simpson and asked him if I would pray. Dr. Simp- 
son said I would, so Mr. Woolley called on me and 
I prayed with a peculiar unction in my heart. Dr. 
Towner struck up a little chorus when I had fin- 
ished praying, and just as I reached my chair on 
the platform Mr. Woolley was at my side saying, 
“Can’t you preach for us next Sunday?” I told him 
that I could preach for him in the morning but not 
in the evening, and he so announced it to the peo- 
ple. There was no member of the church who had 
ever seen me or heard me before, but two of the 
godly men of the church said to someone at the 
close of the meeting that God had already sent His 
man to be pastor of the church. 


I preached the next Sunday morning from the 
eleventh verse of the first chapter of Ephesians. Up 
to that hour of my life I had never experienced 
such heavenly unction come upon me as I preached 
as I did this Sunday morning. I knew nothing of 
the teachings of the Moody Church. I knew they 
had a high evangelistic standard, but I did not 


118 RADER’S REDEMPTION 


know whether they cared for the deeper truths, and 
you can be sure I went before them very weak in 
myself but sure that I was prayed up, having God’s 
message and not my own. 


I threw myself into my Chicago evangelistic 
campaign, but neglected to call up Mr. Woolley 
and ask him how the Nicholson meetings were get- 
ting along, until one Wednesday afternoon I felt 
that I must go over and pay my respects. I had 
started the Willard Hall noon meeting, and my 
time was very much taken up. But in morning 
prayer I felt that I should go over to the church. 
I went over on this Wednesday afternoon, and had 
a splendid proof that it was the Lord’s leading. 
They were having no afternoon meetings except 
one on Wednesday afternoon for women. I sat in 
the back part of the lecture-room listening to Mr. 
Nicholson. Mr. Woolley and two other members 
of the Committee came in and sat alongside of me. 
I wondered why they showed such surprise at see- 
ing me, but when the meeting was over I went into 
the office of Mr. Woolley and found that a smaller 
committee of men had just decided that they would 
get in touch with me and ask me to hold special 
services for ten days including the week of prayer, 
starting with the watch-night service. I told Mr. 
Woolley it would greatly change my plans and 
would mean the discontinuance of my evangelistic 
services in the Fourth Baptist Church. I told them 
I would take it before the Lord and give them an 
answer later, and | was led very definitely to close 
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the meetings at the Baptist Church ten days be- 
fore Christmas, but to continue the Willard Hall 
meetings and ask Mr. Woolley if he could not get 
the church to help him in the noon-day meetings. 
The church decided to do so, and I promised to 
come to them at night, and they to come to me at 
the noon meetings. 


A week before Christmas I had settled up finan- 
cially all the affairs of the campaign at the Fourth 
Baptist Church, and had paid my board and room 
for myself and my little family. I found that when 
Mrs. Rader and myself counted up what we had 
paid out, we had one dollar left. I took the matter 
definitely to the Lord in prayer, and left the mat- 
ter with Him, as we had so often done and with 
blessing. I could mention the times by score when 
Mrs. Rader has given away the last dollar in the 
house, saying, “We have plenty as long as we have 
faith and are living in His will.” The dollar van- 
ished the next day, and at prayer the next morning 
we thanked the Lord that He had heard us. When 
we had finished prayer I went to the mail box and 
among other letters was one from Mr. Woolley in- 
viting tus to come at once as the guests of the 
church. 


The blessing of the Lord was upon the meeting 
conducted by Mr. Rader in the Moody Church and 
Willard Hall. Never had such crowds of people 
sought entrance into the old church on the corner. 
The Spirit of God had chosen the man of God to 
help the children of God. The fire burned at the 
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old corner and the people came to the spiritual con- 
flagration. Some had never seen it on this wise 
and some criticised, but God was in the fire! 


Paul Rader was called to the office of pastor of 
Moody Church, Chicago, Wednesday, February 3d, 
1915. From Mr. Rader’s diary we copy the follow- 
ing: 

“Wednesday, Feb. 3d, 1915—-I,was elected pastor of Moody 
Church on the night of this day at nine o’clock after the 
regular prayer meeting, six hundred and seven people by 
actual count were present at the meeting. Never have I felt 
the power of God so mightily as when I opened the door 
and Mr. McGlashen and E. Y. Woolley conducted Mrs. Ra- 
der and my two children and Miss Rudy who has been with 
me in the campaign, and myself to the platform. They were 


singing “Go Forward” with Chautauqua salute. I could not 
keep hack the tears during the closing prayer.” 


Thus had God wrought! 


The building occupied by the Moody Church con- 
gregation was not sufficiently large to seat the 
great crowds waiting upon Pastor Rader’s ministry. 
Overflow meetings were required and often Mr. 
Rader would address three audiences in one even- 
ing. The sustaining hand of God was upon him 
for strength. Like many dear servants of God, 
Paul Rader is a believer in the answer of prayer 
for the healing and sustaining of the body. With 
such mighty men as Dr. W. B. Riley of Minneapo- 
lis, Dr. Ro Ay Lortey.ot. Los sAngeles, ) Drea: 
Simpson of New York and a score of others whose 
names have been among the faithful of the ages, 
Mr. Rader holds steadfastly this privilege of prayer. 
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A new and adequate building must now be 
sought. A large lot of triangle shape was secured 
at the corner of North Ave. and North Clark 
Street, at the southern extremity of the great Lin- 
coln Park. Upon this spot was constructed a steel 
structure of “tabernacle” proportions seating about 
5,000 persons. The tabernacle was opened Novem- 
ber 7th, 1915. Following the opening of the taber- 
nacle, night after night, week after week and for 
months Mr. Rader spoke each night to vast multi- 
tudes. Thousands have heard the Gospel, believed 
it and received it. ‘The tabernacle has béeén the 
center of great spiritual movements. Great Mis- 
sionary Meetings and Bible Study seasons - have 
held throngs at the tabernacle. ‘There has been an 
open door for the honored teachers and preachers of 
the Word from all parts of the world. ‘The list 
published here reveals the extent of this teaching 
ministry during the year, and the teachers wel- 
comed to the tabernacle. 


Paul R. Allen Robt. A. Hadden 
Herbert Booth W. H. Hendrickson 
A. J. Bowen Chas. Inglis 

lL, B. Compton Jos. W. Kemp 
Edmund Cook T. M. Kingsley 
Wm. Colley John H. Lee 

Mrs. L. G. Dibble Oscar Lowry 

Wm. Evans Mark A. Matthews 
Jas. M. Gray Sarah C. Palmer 
Joshua Gravitt P. W. Philpott 


H. H. Gregg _ W. H. Pike 
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W. B. Riley R. A. Torrey 
A. D. Ritchie W. Leon Tucker 
A. B. Simpson Max Wertheimer 


Harold L. Stephens 


During the present year 1916-1917 more than 
$20,000 have been given to foreign missions, four 
hundred volunteers are awaiting opportunity to go 
to the field. One thousand two hundred and forty 
persons have joined the Moody Church since Mr. 
Rader became pastor and during the present year 
398,000 have attended the tabernacle. ‘The lot on 
which the tabernacle stands has been purchased at 
a cost of $261,000. 


The following members of the church have gone 
to the field during the past year: 


James W. Bell (Africa Inland Mission), Africa. . 

Hulda EF. Danielson (Africa Inland Mission), Af- 
rica, 

Rose M. Horton (Africa Inland Mission), Africa. 

Viola Howell (Africa Inland Mission), Africa. 

Edith Ortlieb (Africa Inland Mission), Africa.- 

H. Elizabeth Stephens (Nyasaland Mission), Af- 
rica. : 

Andrew McGill (South Africa General Mission), 
Africa. 

Alfred Thompson (Sudan Interior Mission), Af- 
rica. 

Edna L. Larson (China Inland Mission), China. 
Irma I. Newcomb (China Inland Mission), Chi- 


Na. 
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Minerva S$. Weil (Reformed Church of Ameri- 
ca), China. 

David Rees—Jones (Ceylon and India General 
~ Mission), India. 

Mr. and Mrs. Chas. B. Le Fevre (Christian and 
Missionary Alliance), South America. 

Elvera Malmstrom (Presbyterian Board), Cen- 
tral America. 

John Jacobson, Norway. 


Surely the hand of God is seen in this report 
which is published that it may provoke other 
churches to good works and energize and vitalize 
many bodies of believers to turn from “dead 
works” to the spiritual activities of the Church of 
God! 


IN THIS MANNER THE MEETINGS AT THE GREAT MOODY TABERNACLE 
ARE ADVERTISED THROUGHOUT CHICAGO. THIS SORT OF ADVERTISING 
BRINGS RESULTS AND MANY ARE ATTRACTED TO, THE GOSPEL, 
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F, shall now turn from the public ministry to 
the pastor’s manse. 


We shall turn from the gaze of the public eye to 
the home and to its hearthstone. It is said of Sir 
Oliver Wendell Holmes, that one night when found 
alone and in a spirit of loneliness, inquiry was made 
as to the cause. As he sat before the broad fire- 
place Dr. Holmes replied, “Only two feet on the 
fender.” 


Some months later he was found before the same 
fireplace with a companion at his side. He was in 
a spirit of enthusiastic joy. When inquiry was 
made as to the cause of his happiness, he replied, 
“Four feet on the fender.” 


If you could come with me and go where often 
I have been privileged to go, to the home of Paul 
Rader, I could show you a most satisfactory and 
delightful scene. 


Upon the fender of the hearthstone of the Rader 
home would be found just ten feet on the fender— 
two feet for each one of the Rader family. 


You would see first Daddy Rader’s two big feet, 
big enough and broad enough to hold up his big 
body. 
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Next you would see Mother Rader’s feet, well 
shaped but sometimes weary feet, after a day’s 
waiting and watching. 


Then next whose feet do you think you would 
see? You would see the feet of Pauline Rader, 
who is ten years of age and who has feet that no 
one need be ashamed to display on a fender. Next 
to her there would be two more feet and these two 
feet are fastened on to the legs of Willamine Ra- 
der, who will soon be nine. 


Then if you would look closely you would see 
tiny little feet—feet that have not been used much 
vet, the feet of little Harriet Rader, who is one year 
old. And what do you think, she was born on 
“April fools day,” ApriltIst. Of course she could 
not put her own feet on the fender yet, but she 
thinks she can do anything the rest can do. 


Pauline was born April 29th, 1907. Willamine 
was born August 5th, 1908 and little Harriet was 
born April Ist, 1916. We have now permitted you 
to look into Paul.Rader’s home and his family. You 
will see their faces on another page. 


Mrs. Rader lives for her husband and in her hus- 
band. During the days of his decline and depar- 
ture from God, she waited in silent and uncomplain- 
ing solitude for the return of the prodigal to his 
Heavenly Father’s heart. 


Hers was a life of patient prayer when his was a 
life of spiritual and moral profligacy. While he 
wandered she waited—waited upon God. 
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While he lingered she looked—looked unto God. 
While he drifted in doubt, she lived by faith—faith 
in the ultimate doing of her God. 


Mrs. Rader prayed Paul Rader back from the 
world’s broadway to the King’s Highway. 


In the day God reckons and rewards, Mrs. Ra- 
der will be recompensed. 


Paul, the Apostle, unmarried as he was, was con- 
strained to say, “Those women that helped me in 
ene word: 


Paul Rader, the pastor of the Moody Church, 
has been constrained to confess again and again, 
“that woman who helped me in the Lord.” And 
that woman was Mrs. Rader. Constrained we say, 
constrained by the love which is in his heart for 
her. 


Mrs. Rader is a woman of commanding appear- 
ance, and while gifted with a public personality, as 
a wife to her husband and a mother to her chil- 
dren she exercises her supreme ministry. Her soul 
is a sanctuary for Mr. Rader. Together they pray 
‘and together they stand. 


It has been the privilege of the writer to come 
close to the heart of the Rader household. There 
is happiness here. ‘There is a charm also about the 
children. We love them much. Their character- 
istic differences are distinctive. The hearts of the 
two older girls have already turned to Christ. Mr. 
Rader would be glad if in the process of the years 
they would minister the Gospel in foreign lands. 


138 RADER’S REDEMPTION 


One day Mr. Rader took the two children up to 
44th Street in New York City to see the place 
where Jesus Christ worked a work in him. They 
joyfully exclaimed, “That’s the place where daddy 
found Christ.” 


Closely associated in love and life with Mr. Ra- 
der’s two girls is Mary Woolley, the daughter of 
Associate Pastor E. Y. Woolley. 


We cannot close this chapter which brings us in- 
to the family of Pastor Rader without a few words 
concerning his fellow-workers. 


E. Y. Woolley, as associate pastor, has given his 
being first to God and then to the ministry of Mr. 
Rader. There is a companionship and fellowship 
in Christ between these two men that is a matter of 
general comment. It was through the energy and 
the business ability of Mr. Woolley that the Cedar — 
Lake Conference grounds at Cedar Lake, Ind. be- 
came the possession and the property of the Moody 
Church. These grounds, formerly under the man- 
agement of brewery interests were given to the 
Moody Church by the Monon Railway to be used 
for religious purposes. ‘This Conference is rapidly 
becoming one of the foremost. 


In the building of the new Moody Church Mr. 
Woolley will be a necessity. 


Arthur W. McKee has been to Paul Rader in 
these early days of his ministry what Sankey was 
to Moody. Arthur W. McKee is one of the most 
effective singers in America to-day. His voice 
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which is skilfully trained has a persuasive sweet- 
ness and a penetrating power. Arthur W. McKee 
sings from the heart to the heart. Robustly built 
he stands a human Gibraltar over the great 
throngs. He is a spiritual singer. He isa minstrel 
of God and His Gospel. Rader and McKee seem 
to have been Divinely mated for a mutual min- 
istry. 

Mrs. McKee is a unique artist at the piano. With 
tonal touch and soul sympathy she supports him 
in his singing. 

Time would fail us to speak of Uncle John Mor- 
rison, the Scotch saint whose holy life and faithful 
testimony has blessed the Moody Church for more 
than a quarter of a century; of W. S. Jacoby and 
the Moody Rescue Mission; of Moon and of 
James; of D. B. Towner, the dean of all singers; 
and of the official board and the office force who 
are recognized by God as servants in the great 
work in the Moody Church. 


PAUL RADER !N HOT WEATHER 
ATTIRE AT CEDAR LAKE CONFER- 
ENCE, THE CAMERA CAUGHT MR. 
WOOLLEY’S BACK, AND !S A GOOD 
LIKENESS INDEED, BUT A VIEW 
OF HIS FACE WOULD HAVE SAT- 
ISFIED THOSE WHO LOOK UPON 
EIS PAGE FAR BET TER: 
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FE, are often asked what it is about Paul Rader 

that makes him the attraction for the Gospel 
of Christ that he is. We reply, “Nothing about 
him but some One in him.” We give God the glo- 
ry. “All flesh is as grass” and God has left no 
place in human life for human glorying. God will 
not permit believers to glory in themselves but 
through them He will get glory unto Himself. We 
believe that as God raised up a Wesley and a 
Whitefield, a Moody and a Murray, a Spurgeon and 
a Simpson, so also has He raised up a Rader. The 
hand of God will be seen in this man’s life. The 
purpose of God will be made plain. 


Mr kadet 1s tot such an houras this: [t isan 
hour of doubt, it is a time of theological treason, 
it is a day of disputation and division. The Church 
of God is in a state of declension. The form of 
godliness without the power thereof, is the spiritual 
plague. Mr. Rader is a servant of God, raised up 
unto the people of God. He is a Hezekiah and a 
Josiah in the days of degeneracy. He is repairing 
the ruined altars of the Christian families. He is 
used of God to cast out the strange fire and rebuild 
the old fires. He is a spiritual iconoclast. He has 
found the people worshiping the brazen serpent of 
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wilderness days and has declared it to be a “‘piece 
of brass.” He calls the people from dead traditions 
to living triumphs. If the Pharisees were here and 
the Sadducees also, they would hate him. He 
knows the power of God because he knows the 
Person of God. Like David he will not sit hard by 
and hear the modern Philistines slander the God 
and Father of our Lord Jesus Christ. He knows 
where the brook is and the five small stones. He 
slew once a lion and a bear by the Spirit of his 
God and he knows a weapon that will cause Phil- 
istines to bite the dust. He cries unto his people 
“Tet us go in and take the land.” He is not afraid 
of the giants nor is he afraid of the grasshoppers— 
he knows his God. He believes that God took him 
out to take him in. Wherever he has gone he has 
not gone alone. God has gone with him. Who will 
tell of the blessings of his ministry in the great tab-_ 
ernacle at the Panama Exposition, San Francisco 
and in Los Angeles and also the Tacoma—Washing- 
ton Stadium? In St. Louis, Minneapolis, St. Paul, 
Springfield and Champaign, Ill.; Racine, Wiscon- 
sin; Portland, Maine; Pittsburgh; New York City; 
Newark, New Jersey; Winona, Indiana; Mountain 
Lake Park and Ocean Grove the Spirit of God fell 
upon the great crowds that gathered and the people 
wondered at His working. Oh, praise the Lord! 


Mr. Rader loves his Bible. He believes it is in- 
spired of God. Like Moody before him, he acknowl- 
edges the sufficiency of Scripture. A more .open- 
minded man we have never met. We shall never 
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forget the day when we were privileged to show 
him the difference between “sin” and “sins” and 
the meaning of the little word “reckon.” The 
depths of its Divine meaning were instantly com- 
municated unto him. His face was radiant with de- 
light at the new-found light. We have never known 
a man so teachable. He is as humble as a child. He 
will learn from a babe, or a bard. Mr. Rader has 
not had opportunity to study the Word of God as 
have many preachers, but in the four short years 
he has availed himself of every opportunity. He 
loves his Bible and lives with it. We have seen him 
sit under the great trees for hours, spiritually 
brooding over the Scriptures. 


Mr. Rader is a man of prayer. He believes in the 
reward of those that diligently seek God. We have 
often prayed together. ‘The first sentence of his 
opening address at the Fulton Street Prayer Meet- 
ing, New York City, was this: “Jesus prayed till He 
opened heaven, did you ever?’ When Paul Rader 
falls upon his knees in the secret place and lifts 
his hands to God, the heavens open before he 
leaves. He often says, “You can keep on your feet 
if you keep on your knees.” Mr. Rader cries unto 
God. He sobs his soul out in the presence of God. 
He goes up and brings God down. He prays all 
night to preach one hour the next day. He refuses 
to look upon the faces of the people until he has 
seen the face of God. The fire and the earthquake 
will not satisfy Rader, he must hear the “still small 
voice,” He knows the difference between thunder, 
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an angel speaking and his Father’s voice. Paul Ra- 
der knows the prison walls, the prison gates and 
the jailer’s chains and the two guards, but he also 
knows that the Lord looseth prisoners. He knows 
the “but prayer,’ that liberates the imprisoned 
Peters. He knows that prayer once had a place in 
the Church of God and it is now displaced and is 
clamoring that it may be replaced. Were it not for 
the sanctity of the secret place, we could tell of 
many a night’s wrestling with the invisible One 
till daybreak broke in upon the holy tryst. 

The one thing which impressed us more than 
any other thing, when we came to know this man 
intimately was, that he was a man of prayer. A 
summary sentence for his Christian life is, “Behold 
he prayeth.” 


Mr. Rader is a preacher. He would not always 
pass the standards set by a theological institution, 
for he surpasses all the standards set by such in- 
stitutions. : 


Preaching with him is not a profession. It is a 
passion. Preaching with him is not even a pleasure, 
for he told us how God had delivered him from the. 
pleasure of moving a great audience. Preaching 
with him is not for profit. He has turned away from 
tempting offers to the simplest service, with the | 
slightest remuneration. He does not make merchan- 
dise of his ministry. He does not think about the 
hogs in the region of Gadara. It is the healing, the 
man in the tombs. He is willing for hogs to run _ 
pell-mell into the sea that healing may come to the 
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demoniac. He cares more for the Lord of healing 
than he does for the lard of hogs. No, preaching 
with Paul Rader is a passion—a passion born of 
God, and borne out to the people by the Spirit of 
God. 


‘Mr. Rader’s sermons live, move, and have their 
being in God. Mr. Rader gathers as continuously 
as he gives. He is in the market as a merchantman, 
watching for things old and new, if only true. Mr. 
Rader like all great preachers gets his wheat from 
every market place but makes it into his own 
bread. He is gifted with a most remarkable imagi- 
‘nation. This gift is best seen in his art of illustra- 
tion. Mr. Rader can take a well-known illustration 
and so change its clothes that his own father would 
not know it. He can do'a thing dangerously per- 
ilous to most preachers—weave an _ illustration 
throughout the warp and woof of an entire sermon. 
He is remarkably used of God in making applica- 
tion. Three things should constitute a truly great 
sermon, viz: Interpretation, Illustration and Applh- 
cation. 

Interpretation gets it out, illustration gets it in 
and application gets it on. 


Mr. Rader is gifted in each of the three and par- 
ticularly happy in the last of the three. 


But it is not how he preaches. It is Who he 
preaches. He preaches Christ. He preaches the 
eternity and the Deity of Christ, the Christ who 
was, who is and who is to come. 
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He preaches Divine atonement by Christ as a 
substitute for Divine judgment upon fallen man. 
The whipping which his father took in his stead 
impressed upon Mr. Rader that Christ took the 
judgment in the sinner’s stead. 


He preaches the work of Christ for us and our 
justification and the work of Christ in us for our 
sanctification and the coming of Christ for us and 
our glorification. 


He is an adventist. He is one who looks for the 
coming of his Lord. He preaches the blessed nope: 
standing in no man’s fear and asking no man’s fa-, 
vor. 


Every fundamental of the Christian’s faith is 
safe in his hands. He strikes every string on the 
harp of our holy hope. He does not play upon one 
string. He has no hobby. He is wholesome. He does ° 
not seek honor. A well-known Christian College 
desired to confer upon him the degree of Doctor of 
Divinity. He declined the honor, stating that he 
preferred to remain “plain Paul Rader.” We are of 
the opinion that Paul Rader’s divinity does not 
need doctoring. It is in a state of good health. 


His “body of divinity” is robust with ESET 
that is in Christ Jesus. 


PAUL RADER 
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RADERGRAMS, ILLUSTRATIONS 
AND A SERMON 


RADERGRAMS, ILLUSTRATIONS 
AND A SERMON 


The following epigrams are at the Moody Tabernacle 
called “Radergrams.” It is pleasing to notice how Christ is 
magnified in them. 


I stand before my neighbors on my character ; 
but in heaven I have no standing myself at all. I 
stand there in the character of my Saviour. 


-—e-— 


I have never seen men that were straight on the 
Blood, that were not straight on everything else in 
the Book or perfectly willing to be taught. 


—o— 


God is true and He strikes right down to the 
core every time. 

We never go all to pieces at once. God talks al- 
ways about little things and tells us when we are 
in danger. It pays to mind God. 

My friend, if you ever get to walk around heav- 
en, it will be because you met Jesus Christ and He 
put His Spirit into you. 

I tell you, it is a good thing for some of you 
Christians to have the place to look back to from 
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which God took you out. It will keep you from get- 
ting the big head. 
=e 
‘here are some folks who creep along in sin and 
die; there are other men in whom sin simply ex- 
plodes—the devil drops his awful bomb and they 
are gone. 


=<~@— 


We have the right to expect Jesus to do great 
things. 

Don’t think you can stand still with Jesus. The 
only time you can be still is when you lie down by 
the still waters. 


—@— 


Without Jesus Christ there is no promise. With- 
out Him there is no fulfillment of any of the plans 
of God. 


God was the first gardener and He will be the 
last gardener. His last act will be to take all the 
weeds out of the garden and the wheat will spring 
up. 

There are Christian men and women who will 
not entirely break before God, then wonder why 
they cannot raise a hundredfold crop. 

God is looking for men and women on whom He 
can lay a burden without a thousand objections. 


A CHARACTERISTIC ATTI- 
TUDE WHEN MR. RADER 1S 
MAKING THE APPLICATION 
OF AN ILLUSTRATION. HE 
HAS GOTTEN IT “OUT” NOW 
HE IS TRYING TO GET IT “ON” 
AND “IN.” 
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God did not discount sin. He sent His Son to 
pay for it. 


=o 


To see and admit that you are lost is a great step 
toward salvation. 


—~o=— 


Anyone who is really anxious to do so can find 
Jesus. 


Here are also a few illustrations by which Mr. Rader se- 
cures the attention of great multitudes and through which 
he faithfully preaches Christ. 


JOHN NEWTON’S CONVERSION 


We were reading this morning in family worship 
about the conversion of John Newton. He was a 
very wicked sailor, and as they sailed along one 
night on the ship, after a night of debauchery and 
drunkenness and dissipation, in agony of soul he 
went to sleep, under conviction. He dreamed that 
he stood at the side of the ship with a magnificent 
jewel in his hand, and Satan seemed to come along- 
side and say: “I dare you to drop that into the 
ocean.” He took the dare and as he did, something 
seemed to whisper to his heart, “You have lost 
your soul. There it is down there.” 


In another vision Jesus stood beside him, and He 
asked him if he wanted his soul and wanted his life. 
“What shall it profit a man if he gain the whole 
world, and lose his own soul ?” 
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“Yes, I want it,” said Newton. Jesus immediately 
dived from the deck, and before long, with agony 
upon His face, and showing the horrors of the ef- 
fort through which He had gone, He appeared 
again and had the little jewel in His hand. Newton 
reached his hand out to get it, but the Savour drew 
it back. “Oh, no,” He said, “I gave it-to you once, 
and you were careless with it and threw it away, 
but I will keep it for you now. It is yours, but it 
will never be thrown away again.” 


THE BUCKING HORSE 


Oh, you will find out there is a strong streak of 
objection in your nature. I used to have a horse for 
cattle chasing, that every time I wanted to go one 
way, he wanted to go another. When I had time to 
ride that horse, I would ride him. He could stand a 
hard trip, but the trip was about as hard on me as 
it was on the horse. It meant a battle every time 
we came to the cross paths,—about fifteen minutes 
of bucking and laying on the whip. That horse 
might turn around and say, “Paul, I am your horse 
-——ain’t 1 your horse?” Yes, he was my horse, all 
right, but he wouldn’t mind. I had another little 
horse that would just wear himself right out going 
just as I wanted him to go. Which horse would I 
use when I couldn’t take a chance on any kind of 
bucking? The answer is easy. That little fellow was 
skinny all the time, I rode him so much; I was sure 
of him. 


Noon DaY Market MEETING, PITTSBURGH. 


PAUL RADER IS WELCOME IN PITTSBURGH. IT !S HERE HE 
DID HIS FIRST CHRISTIAN WORK IN HIS NEW LIFE, GREAT 
THRONGS ATTENDED HIS MEETINGS IN THIS CITY, HE IS HERE 


SEEN IN THE MIDST OF A MULTITUDE WHO ARE GIVING HIM 
RESPECTFUL AUDIENCE. 
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You will find out in every church there are some 
folks just ridden to death; God can use them, and 
He can’t take time to fool with some of you buck- 
ers. He does not dare to put you at anything. You 
are full of nettles, and every time God goes to put - 
you anywhere you have so much objection, so 
much planning, so much bucking, that He cannot 
afford to use you. I tell you, friends, God is looking 
for men and women on whom He can lay a burden 
without a thousand objections. God help you to get 
to the place this morning where God can afford to 
trust you with His plan. God knows whether you 
are yielded or not. It doesn’t make any difference 
how many talents you have, or what kind of a per- 
son you think you are, God Himself knows whether 
He can use you, and the proof of your yieldedness 
is in raising the crop. 


YOU GOT IT FROM MOTHER 


A young girl went down to one of the Southern 
Colleges. She had the prettiest of auburn hair, and 
she could sit down at a canvass with her paints and 
brushes and sketch anything—so easily. She would 
sit in school and draw pictures of the girls. They 
said to her, “How did you get it, that auburn hair 
of yours?” 


And she would tell them one thing and another 
—what she washed it with to give it the color. Then 
they asked her how she did these sketches, these 
pictures—and she said she practiced for hours. She 
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had been drawing since she had on little short 
dresses. She tried to tell them they could do it if 
they worked. 


So one day the mother came to the school to vis- 
it her daughter. When she got off the train, here 
was the same auburn hair. They looked at Dora, 
and said, “Now we know where you got it.” The 
mother sat in the room with her pencil, while three 
of the girls were singing, a little extemporaneous 
trio, and when the next paper came out here was.a 
little cartoon of these three, a perfect picture of 
them that Dora’s mother drew. And the girls said 
again, “Now we know where you got it; she passed 
it along to you.” One look at Jesus Christ will tell 
you where I got all I have. He passed it on to me. 
It came from Him. He is all. 


MORTGAGE PAID 


When Jesus died and His Blood was spilt on 
Calvary, He paid the debt for your life. He took 
over the old business or body and then He is go- 
ing to tear the whole old structure of the body 
down and put up a new; He paid the mortgage on 
the old place. Like the rich man Mr. Dawes told 
about, who went back to the little New England 
farm: the little farm and house where his father 
had lived. When he got there, he found that the 
man who now owned it had a mortgage of $17,000 
on the place. He took a carpenter along with him, 
and they walked around the buildings. He asked 
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the carpenter: “What will it take to bolster up the 
old barn?” And the carpenter said: “It is useless; 
it can’t be patched up.” 


They looked at the old house, and he asked him: 
“How can you fix it up?” But the carpenter said: 
“You can’t patch that, either; it is useless. The 
boards are rotten and the foundation is rotten—the 
whole thing is rotten.” 


“What shall we do?” he asked him. 
“Do you love this spot?” asked the carpenter. 


“T certainly do love this old spot—this was my 
father’s farm and buildings.” 


“All right, then, we can build another house just 
like this one—a new one.” 


So they tore down the old one and in its place put 
up a new one, just like it. The man paid the mort- 
gage off, and built a new house on the old spot. 


Thank God, Jesus’ Blood paid the mortgage on 
this old farm of ours. These old bodies are wrecked 
and ruined by sin, and God could not have lived 
in them and get His-.glory in them as He desired. 
So His Son paid the mortgage on our souls: the 
old spot—and soon the buildings: our bodies— 
will be made new. 

Oh, it is detestable to the heart of God these days 
to hear a lot of theories about the Divine spark in 
man, when he is a dirty, tumble-down, rotten shack 
on the outside, and eaten up on the inside by the 
mortgage of sin. 
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But Jesus has paid the mortgage, and will give 
you a new heart; you are born again, and the Holy 
Spirit can come in then and dwell in your heart. 
He will give you a new house to live in later; per- 
haps to-night. 


HE COULDN’T STEAL 


| remember of a colored boy in a certain family ; 
after the folks had come home from meeting he 
came to the boss of the house and confessed that he 
was going to steal something while they were all 
out. 


He says: “Boss, I was going to steal something 
to-night, but about the time I was going to take 
it, I would feel like somebody was coming in the 
front door; then I would feel like somebody was 
coming in the back door; then I thought I heard 
somebody cough out on the walk—and it Kepien me 
from taking it, all the time.” 


I tell you, my friends, if you really have the hope 
of Jesus’ coming, you find out that it is a great help 
in the hour of temptation. You say, “I cannot tie up 
with this kind of a business; I cannot connect my- 
self up with these people, and those people, and the 
other people.” Why? “T heard a footstep coming 
down the stairway from heaven, and He may be 
here in a moment. Jesus may step in the next mo- 
ment and be with us.” 


THIS IS ROSE RASMUSSEN WHO HAS 
BEEN STENOGRAPHER AT THE MOODY 
CHURCH FOR A NUMBER OF YEARS 
MISS ROSE HAS RECEIVED DICTA: 
TION FROM MANY OF THE WORLD’S 
GREATEST PREACHERS IN Tels: PBC 
TURE SHE IS MAKING HAY WHILE 
THE SUN SHINES AT CEDAR LAKE. 
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FALSE THEORIES 


A sermon by Paul Rader especially selected for this vol- 
ume by the author. 


I want to talk to you from I Peter 2:24, “Who 
His own self bare our sins in His own body on the 
tree, that we being dead to sins should live unto 
righteousness, by whose stripes ye were healed.” 
~In another place in the Scripture it says, “He be- 
came sin for us, who knew no sin, that we might be 
made the righteousness of God in Him.” 


If that isn’t a clear statement of substituted life 
then I don’t know a clear statement when I see one. 
He absolutely takes my sins and in His own body 
deals with them on Calvary. 


I want to talk to you to-night about some of the 
things that are deluding the men and women of to- 
day. 

Hundreds of thousands of people to-day call 
themselves Christians who have no right to do so. 


They do not believe the Gospel of Jesus Christ, 
for the cross and all that it stands for is left out, 
and the tendency of modern Christianity is that 
way, the trend is that way, the tide is that way ; 
and it behooves you and me in the day in which 
we live to find out what particular way the tide 
drives and to stand against the tide for God’s sake 
and the people’s sake and to warn them and flash 
out the danger signal. 
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The “Fatherhood of God” 


The first statement in this creed is, “I believe in 
the Fatherhood of God.” Well, everybody believes 
that. Certainly they believe in the Fatherhood of 
God; but that doesn’t mean anything. Every man 
believes in the Fatherhood of God. There isn’t a 
Christian of the most unorthodox kind of faith that 
doesn’t believe this; but the Christian believes in 
God as a Father in a way that other men do not. 
He believes that he has been regenerated, that the 
Spirit of God has been put within him, and that the 
Spirit itself cries out, “Abba, Father,” and that man 
can look up and call God “Father” in a sense that 
no other man in the world can do it. 


We believe in the Fatherhood of God, that God 
made everybody, certainly,—believe in God as cre- 
ator, the Father of all mankind; but “no man can 
call Jesus Lord except by the Holy Ghost,” and no 
man comes to the Father but by Jesus Christ. 
There is only one way to find access to God and 
that is through the shed Blood of Jesus Christ. A 
holy God cannot be approached and communed 
with, and you cannot get into His presence through 
anything else but through the death of His Son 
Jesus Christ. All the prayers that all humanity can 
pray outside of the first prayer that they ought to 
pray (and that is the acknowledgment of the fact 
that they are sinners pleading for the Blood of Je- 
sus Christ to wash away their sin) are not heard. 


DR. MARK MATTHEWS OF THE FIRST 
PRESS VanskliANe CHURCH y= “SAT ii, 
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TRUTH OF THE WORD OF GOD. 
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My Bible tells me that God does not hear sinners. 
They may talk on forever if they please. He does 
not hear them. ‘The only time He hears them is 
when they call out, “I am a rebel and a sinner,” 
and run up a white flag, and all the angels of God’s 
house are on the job immediately, and God will 
wash them and save them, and wash them in the 
precious Blood of Jesus Christ, and put a robe on 
* them and a ring on their finger, and then they will 
know Him as Father and their spirit will cry out, 
“Abba, Father.” Every man that has been born 
through the power of Jesus Christ and washed in 
His Blood, to Him God is Father and to nobody 
else, 
False Theories of Fatherhood 


The terrible theory of our times that makes God 
a Father of all mankind wipes out the Blood of Je- 
sus Christ and says there isn’t a place in the future 
life where God puts sinners away from Himself; 
but says He is the Father of all,_we have just 
made a few mistakes, and are coming out all right 
anyhow. Why do I call it so vicious? Because it is 
a blindfold, it is a dupe, a dope, and gets you to 
think something that isn’t true, and you go on and 
don’t go according to the danger that is ahead of 
you. A man may be a reeling drunkard in the 
street, and yet when he gets home at night, feeling 
conscience-stricken the next morning will cry to 
God and say. “I am a sinner,” and he repents, be- 
lieves and is saved; but the class of men who pro- 
duce this kind of doctrine never bring anybody to 
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the consciousness of their sin, and therefore can 
never bring them to salvation. ‘They put a blind- 
fold over man’s eyes and exalt his intellect and 
steal his conscience, and he goes on thinking and 
bluffing himself that he is all right and God is his 
Father, and he falls into hell and into outer dark- 
ness, and he leads other people as he goes, “the 
blind leading the blind.” 


It is our business to hold out to men the fact 
that they are lost and that they have dropped away 
from God as their Father, and they are in open re- 
bellion toward Him. I will tell you how He is .the 
Father of every man—like this. Some man might 
come up here and get this watch of mine and go 
down the street and have it in his own pocket and 
say, “That is Rader’s watch.” He believes the fact 
that [ own that watch all right. Mighty fine atti- . 
tude he has towards me! He believes I own that 
watch, but he goes ahead with it. There are men 
all about us that say they believe in the Father- 
hood of God, and never in all their lives have 
treated God like a Father. They would not take 
His Book. They (young upstarts) must tell God 
how to talk to them. They must make God’s the- 
ology and make God’s words, and be the _phil- 
osophers and open up the way and show God how 
to treat humanity, and unless God comes across 
like they want Him to, they throw the whole busi- 
ness aside. They are running their lives to suit 
themselves; and not for a minute have they be- 
lieved in the Fatherhood of God. 


A FAMILIAR FACE OF A MAN WHO 
HAS BEEN A FORCEFUL FACTOR IN 
MOODY CHURCH FOR MANY, MANY 
YEARS. IT !IS JOHN MORRISON 
“UNCLE JOHN,’ THOUSANDS CALL 
HIM. HE IS LOVED AND TRUSTED 
AS ARE BUT FEW MEN 
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ohe Tre theory 


The crowd who put that into that creed does not 
believe in the Fatherhood of God because they do 
not believe in the Sonship of the Son; and the man 
who doesn’t believe in the Sonship of the Son can- 
not believe in the Fatherhood of God, the revealed 
God of this Bible, and the only God the Christian 
knows about, and the conception of God that has 
come by direct revelation and not through any kind 
of evolved ideas of men. The God of the Bible is 
nothing less than the Father, Son and Holy Ghost, 
three in one and one in three. Nothing less than 
this is the Christian’s God, the God of the Trinity 
taught in this Book. One in substance, but three in 
personality,—three in one and one in three, all with 
one substance of the Godhead, the one power of 
the great Spirit God; the Father loving the Son, 
and the Son loving the Father; and the Holy Ghost 
manifesting the Son, and the Son manifesting the 
Father. That is the God of the Bible, and the man 
that doesn’t believe in the Sonship and the Deity 
of Jesus Christ cannot believe in the Fatherhood of 
God. He doesn’t know the God he is talking about. 
He ‘has no consciousness of the God of the Bible. 
He says his God is the God of Nature. 


The ‘God of Nature” 


I want to say that I couldn’t for a minute wor- 
ship the God of Nature or bow down to Him. I 
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could not worship the God of Nature unless | had 
this Bible, and this is the only Book that explains 
how in the world you could begin to love the God 
that made nature. You could not get it into your 
heart to love the God of Nature unless you be- 
lieved in the God of the Trinity and believed in the 
Son and that the Son had come into the world to 
save men, and that man in his fall was responsible 
for the chaotic condition of the earth, the death 
and squalor and vice and aches and pains. I would 
not worship God Almighty at all, a God that would 
create pain and suffering and Himself put the 
thing here and have it just as it is and man climb- 
ing his way over it. If He could not do any better 
than that I would not worship Him; but the God 
of this Bible never created that kind of a condition. 
He had to put it on because of humanity. 


The citizens of the United States never made jails 
to live in, never made the guillotine for good peo- 
ple. It is not there, the great electric chair and the 
hang-man’s noose, because the government loves 
to put it there; it is there because men and wom- 
en refuse to obey the law: and sin, with its aw- 
ful curse, has come in—not because God has been 
the author of sin, but man has been the author of 
his own sin, and refused to obey God. 


Nature Cursed by Sin 


You cannot worship the God of Nature for a 
minute unless you accept the Bible story of the 
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curse in the world because of men’s sin. When I 
visit the hospitals and see those old faces, and the 
little crippled bodies, and that little thing brought 
into the world with awful sin marks on it, its eyes 
bleared, blind forever, its deaf ears, pinched back 
and deformed feet and all the awful dealing of hos- 
pitals with these diseases, if I thought God was the 
author of that—don’t ask me to worship such a 
God. God hasn’t made that thing. Man-made it 
with his sin and it is the result of his sin, and God 
had to curse the rocks and hills and valleys and 
flowers; and everything under man has fallen and 
shows the mark of the curse of sin and the punish- 
ment that is on it. God wasn’t the author of it, and 
you cannot worship the God of Nature without the 
Bible story of sin. 


Here comes some perfumed poet and says, “I 
worship the God of Nature.” The only time he 
worships the God of Nature is when the sun goes 
down pretty or we have a pretty little storm; but 
when she gets to whirling and takes houses up and 
slaps them together and throws them down on top 
of people and mixes brains and babies and houses 
and nails all up, you don’t hear them talking much 
about the God of Nature and saying, I[sn’t it salu- 
brious, lovely, affectionate? Let your loved ones 
get into the earthquake in San Francisco and see 
the great bowels of the earth open up and vomit 
out something and shake great crevices open, and 
gas pipes thrown up and water works thrown up 
and buildings dropping in and thousands of peo- 
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ple thrown out of home, and fire devastating whole 
districts, and folks getting into the bread line. If 
this is the best that a God can create we would 
just as well stop. You cannot worship the God of 
Nature. You forget about that. 


A man is standing in his field plowing, and all of 
a sudden—bang, comes the lightning and he goes 
out. Anger and wrath and fierceness and all sorts 
of things abound about us all the time, and men in 
fear, and the death sentence over their heads ready 
to drop any moment; and then you say you wor- 
ship the God of Nature! The men and women who 
talk about that kind of stuff don’t know what they 
are talking about! Sure they worship the little 
primrose, the little flowers that creep up in the val- 
ley, and those little birds among the branches; but 
how about the typhoid germs and infantile pa-, 
ralysis germs; how about the diphtheria that gets 
into the throat of the little child and chokes its life 
out? Do they worship the God of Nature there? 
There in the hour of agonizing death, and in the 
presence of that hellish thing the cancer, as it eats 
and eats until it takes away all that you love and 
all that is dearest, can you say you love the God of 
Nature? I want to say it is pretty near time this 
poor old world commenced to wake up from the 
awful dope and dupe of the highbrows. There is 
no other explanation of life but the explanation 
given in that Book, and you could not worship Him 
for a minute, unless you realized that God never 
sent these things of His own volition; but man- 


DR, W. B, RILEY, PASTOR FIRST BAP: 
TIST CHURCH, MINNEAPOLIS. DR, RILEY 
WAS AMONG TH 
TORS TO WELCOME PAUL RADER TO 


HIS CHURCH, W 


= alison Oly irle Tense 


ralCisl ks) ONE Toles Wis 


STRONGEST CHU 


RCHES 


IN| AME 


RICA, 


RADERGRAMS, ILLUSTRATIONS, A SERMON 191 


kind lived in a place where there was no death, 
where he ate all the time of the tree of life, and 
everything was beautiful and glorious, and God 
there in the Garden walked and talked with him. 
Of his own volition man left it, and God said to 
woman, “You will bring forth your children in pain . 
and suffering,” and death’s awful anguish came up- 
on mankind, and Eve for the first time looked down 
into the dead face of her child at Abel’s funeral. 
Sin—sin—sin. Man has thrown the Fatherhood of 
God back into His face and said, “Take it, and the 
Divinity of Your Son along with it. We are Divine 
gods every one of us and have a spark of Divinity. 
We are not lost,—we are kings,’— going on reeking 
with their sin and anarchy and objections to God, 
and falling away from God, in that same horrible 
rebellion that many of you have exhibited night 
after night. When Almighty God wanted to close 
in on you and wash you in Jesus’ Blood and restore 
you to the fellowship of His Son by filling you 
with the Holy Ghost and power so you could be a 
child of God and cry out “Abba, Father,’ you 
have sat there in your sin and pride and turned 
your back on God’s offer, and yet you go out and 
say, “My theology is the Fatherhood of God.” You 
don’t believe in the Fatherhood of God. 


A lot of professors and College people believe in 
that sort of a creed. So stuck on a sheepskin that 
they wouldn’t for one moment bow the knee to 
Jesus Christ nor believe in His miracles, nor trust 
the mighty power of His Book, but they will 
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thrust their theology upon wicked, sinful men of 
their times; they will take their theories because of 
the degrees they have in their schools of learning. 
They don’t believe in the Fatherhood of God. They 
believe in the deity of men, and if God wants to 
trail in behind they will call Him Father because 
they say, “I believe He is the author of us all.” 
How do they know anything about the Father if 
they know nothing about the Son? If they don’t 
believe in the virgin birth and the Deity of Christ 
and the Son of God hanging on the cross, how are 
they going to put sin out? 


The Curse on Sin 


I tell you, my friend, the curse is on sin, and 
death is here to pay for it, and the man is a fool ° 
who doesn’t solve the sin question first and see 
that it is the first question God Almighty wants 
solved; and the Blood of Jesus Christ is the oniy 
thing that will ever solve it and pay its debt and 
put it away. Any man in this audience ought to see 
that the curse placed on the earth has come because 
of sin. Ask any physician the most horrible dis- 
eases of our times and he will put his finger on 
them and say, “The most horrible have sin at the 
root.” What! Man having his own way brings forth 
all these horrible things? I thought you said man 
had this spark of Divinity and was coming out all 
right, and yet when he throws himself loose to have 
the desires of his own heart, the most hellish, hor- 
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rible, terrific, shocking and maddening results 
come, insanity, ill-begotten children, all sorts of 
horrible things called human beings, when man 
reaps his sin that he loves to indulge in; and yet 
you say he has Divinity in him; and this is the re- 
sult God puts on it. This is the outcome of the 
thing man wants to do when he is turned loose! 
You had better wake up to the fact that sin has its 
reward right here and God is putting His finger on 
it. You may try to lift it and find a specific for 
every disease and an antidote for every poison, but 
you will find out as long as men sin there is going 
to be disease and anguish and death. God is re- 
warding sin and it has its reward here. Men talk- 
ing about the Fatherhood of God and yet refusing 
the Blood of His own precious Son, and saying, 
“Give us Barabbas!” “Give us the world!” “God 
didn’t need pacifying!” No, God always loved His 
children, but sin needs cleansing away, and there 
is no other way but with the Blood of Jesus. You 
don’t have to reconcile God, no, but you have to 
reconcile us and change our hearts so we will love 
God and not try to dictate to Him and try to sit on 
His throne ourselves. Something has to come to a 
‘man’s mind to take his pride and rebellion out, or 
he is going to have most horrible conditions forever 
and ever. 


The men and women Who don’t want to take the 
Blood of Jesus Christ are outside the pale of the 
Fatherhood of God, banished from His presence, 
out into a world cursed with sin round about them 


194 RADER’S REDEMPTION 


and growing worse as the days go by. Man is rec- 
ognizedly growing worse. He may clean up some 
of the outside things of his sin, but on the inside of 
his heart he grows more proud of himself, more 
stuck on the work he can do, more stiffness in his 
back, and he says, “I won’t submit to God.” » He 
will take Jesus as a pattern, and say “I like the 
things He does,” but that gives man credit for be- 
; ing able to pattern after Jesus, and says that there- 
fore he is not a lost man, but a man who by his own 
will power is able to do these things. God says we 
are not. and that is why He sent Jesus and substi- 
tuted Him for the life of men and women, that we 
might take Him by faith. 


The “Brotherhood of Man” 


They say, “I believe in the brotherhood of man” - 
next. They don’t! They lie! They absolutely con- 
fess themselves that they are out of touch with the 
‘common people. They don’t believe in the broth- 
erhood of man. Bring a bum along and seat him 
in their churches and find out if they believe in him 
or not. The only man who believes that every man 
is his brother is the man who believes in the Blood 
of Jesus Christ and he is the one who kisses father 
and mother good-by and goes out to Africa and 
says good-by to the College fellows and says, “I 
am going to China.” “What, down there to that 
filthy slum where smallpox abounds?” - “Yes, the 
love of Jesus Christ constrains me. Those poor 
men ought to know of Jesus. I am off.” No man 
ever loved his brothers all alike until the Blood ot 
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Jesus Christ had washed him ftom sin and the Fa- 
ther had said to him, “Go after the lost sheep and 
bring them back.” 


They don’t believe in the brotherhood of man. 
They may believe in social service and reading 
clubs and social clubs, but as for the heathen—let. 
them die! We might send them a little money for 
a university or for education, but as far as walking 
into a heathen forest and thinking you can bring 
light, no sir. They haven’t that dynamic; that is 
not in their creed; but the Christian goes out and 
does that for his neighbor. 


No, the men who believe in the brotherhood of 
man are not the men that are trying to put down 
Jesus and deny the Divinity of Jesus and the pre- 
cious Blood, but the men who love men of all rac- 
es, red, black, yellow, the Hottentot in Africa, all 
mixed together and one in the shed Blood of Jesus. 
These are, the only men who love their brothers as 
themselves. They fulfil the law of Christ and are 
giving up their lives the world around to the cause 
of Jesus and His love. No, you need to have that 
old heart of yours changed to-night and let Jesus 
Christ put a love there that you never knew before. 


The “Leadership of Jesus” 


The next thing in this creed is, “I believe in the 
leadership of Jesus.” ‘This is a pretty nice state- 
ment and looks all right. “I believe in the leader- 
ship of Jesus,” unless you couple it with the next 
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thing; and the next thing is this, “I believe in sal- 
vation by character.” This is just the thing we have 
been discussing. Man’s character to God is abso- 
lutely depraved, and alongside the nature of God 
man’s fallen condition is horrible. The only way 
man gets an exalted idea of his character is by 
looking at the thing below him; but oh, if he turns 
back heaven’s door for a minute and looks in, he 
realizes the fallenness of his character. Eyery man 
that has ever gotten a vision of God has dropped on 
his face before Him. Job fooled along all through 
the Book saying he was right and wondering how 
to philosophize, and saying, “Though He slay me 
yet will I trust Him,” but finally he gets to a vision. 
of God-and says, “Behold I am vile. I am filthy. 
In my flesh dwelleth no good thing,” and when a 
man gets a vision of God he will see his own sin 
and he will drop. Isaiah, in the year that King Uz- 
ziah died, saw the Lord in a vision, and immediate- 
ly cried out, “Woe is me! for I am undone; because 
I am aman of unclean lips, and I dwell in the midst 
of a people of unclean lips.” He had to be purged 
before God could use him. 


Look at Paul, going to Damascus to persecute 
the Christians. And afterwards, forty times they 
beat him; they threw him out on the garbage heap 
at Lystra, and he rose up and went to preaching 
again. A man who stood by while men and women 
threw the rocks at Stephen, and heard him say, 
“Father, lay not this sin to their charge.” Where 
can you get character like this? Only where Jesus 
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creates it and washes away sin in His‘own Blood 
for ever. 


God threw law in man’s way, and has thrown 
every kind of inducement and promises to human- 
ity for keeping His law, and they have absolutely 
ridden over all God’s law; and in the day of in- 
tellectuality and culture, the chief delight of the 
great, big intellectual giants of our day is to laugh 
at the Blood of Jesus Christ and take theological 
schools and turn out preachers that don’t believe 
in the virgin birth and the Blood of Jesus Christ. 


Only His Blood Can Save 


God says humanity is down, and nothing but the 
Blood of Jesus Christ is going to save you. You 
can go down and out or up and out, without the 
Blood of Jesus. ‘The devil played the ‘down and 
out” game a long while, and humanity didn’t like 
it, and now they are going up and out, refusing to 
let Jesus Christ be Lord and let Him be God. In 
spite of all men say, the old Bible says that the 
only power that can change your life is the power 
of Jesus Christ. There is only one way for that 

-thing to be done, and that is for you to willingly 
open up your heart and let Him in. He cannot 
come in any other way. God has so constructed you 
that you have an emotion and an intellect and a 
will, and it takes those three things to make ‘a hu- 
man being, and you wouldn’t want to love anyone 
who did not have all three of them. Lose any one 
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of the three and you are gone. God has made him 
in those three departments, and without any one of 
them he is gone. He may be emotional and intel- 
lectual, but let his will power go and what have 
you? Or he may have will power and emotion, but 
if he has no intellect, what have you? Those three 
things must be kept together. God will not trans- 
gress any of the laws of your emotion or will pow- 
er or intellect. God will not do violence to any one 
of the three departments. Jesus Christ has satis- 
fied the most intellectual men that have ever 
walked this globe. Don’t you think for a minute 
that the people who have been saved have been be- 
low the standard as far as intellectuality is con- 
cerned. Some of the mightiest men of God have 
had great intellect—Gladstone, for example. Look 
at Queen Victoria holding up her old Bible and 
saying the things she did to her people. England 
would not be where she is now if she had Victoria 
on the throne. God hasn't done a thing that does 
away with man’s intellect. Any one who comes to 
Jesus Christ has the freest course for his intellect. 
He says, “Seek ye first the kingdom of God and His 
righteousness, and all these other things shall be 
added to you.” Don’t you dare throw back into my 
face that the man who accepts Jesus Christ is be- 
low intellectual par. No, you know the men of our 
times have the chance to cultivate their intellect 
because Christian men planted Christian Colleges, 
and the schools of to-day are the outcome. ‘The 
old Christian men said, “I want my children to have 
learning.” Christianity has always been the father 
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of enlightenment and wanted to take off the bars 
and let men go through. 


God put no bounds on the Garden of Eden. They 
might go as far as they wanted, could talk and 
commune with God, could eat of the tree of life; 
but they were not to eat of that which was evil. 
He says, “Take Jesus Christ as your Saviour and 
let Him cleanse you from sin and He will not hurt 
your intellect.” Since 1 came to Him I have not 
had the doubts I had when I was following the 
devil. My emotions men could tickle one way or 
the other; but I found out God loved that part of 
my nature, and had made my heart emotional so 
He could get in and baptize me with His Spirit 
and I could love Him. I would not give up one 
night of the joy I have had with Jesus for all the 
years I have had without Him! He is the fairest 
of ten thousand to my soul! When I am weary and 
tired and discouraged and “up against it,” I have 
turned my tear-stained face up to Him and said, 
“Jesus, you know I am up against it,” and then 
how His hand has lifted me. When I have had my 
‘little family and didn’t know how to take care of 
them and turned my face up to Him and said, “Je- 
sus you know how it is,” and then I have seen Him 
put the help there. I love Him to-night with every- 
thing there is in me. He is real. He is vital. He 
is practical. He is everything good. Jesus, I love 
You. You are there. You are there every time. 
You are there ahead of time. He hears prayer and 
answers prayer and keeps your heart clean and 
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opens the road to glory. Oh, what joy to look at 
His face and commune with God! ‘There is His 
body up there to-night. It never was eaten by 
death. He took it out from death, holy, perfect, and 
took it into the glory with Him. To-night the an- 
gels look upon the face of a man. Oh, He 1s Jesus, 
and I love Him. I shall look on His face, saved at 
last by His grace. I shall feel then the touch of 
His hand wounded for me on Calvary’s tree, over 
there in that beautiful land. 


I believe it. I know it. Because He has brought 
the Spirit that is up there and delivered it in my 
heart. He is up there where they have victory, and 
He has. brought the source of it down here, and al- 
though temptation and fear and the devil are round 
about, thank God the old anchor holds! 


Talk about your emotions! He will satisfy eve- | 
ry longing of your breast! And now it is just a 
question of your will. Will you? He will never 
transgress it. He will never come and drive you 
into it. No man was ever driven. Every last one . 
of you that came, came willingly. He knocked, and 
you came by your own consent. You came be- 
cause He asked you. You felt persuaded, and His 
tenderness drove you on and you said, “Yes, Jesus, 
I will come.” Of all friends, He is the Friend. 
“There’s not a friend like the lowly Jesus.” He 
has taken sin and paid its debt on Calvary. He 
smiled at death and He is the victory and offers 
you a substituted life to-night. What you can not 
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-do He has done. What you have not got He has. 
What you could not get you can get from Him, 
He has it—life. Will you come to Him that you 
might have life? 
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